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In humility we offer this dedication to 
Swami Sivananda Saraswati, who initiated 
Swami Satyananda Saraswati into the secrets of yoga. 
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To our guru Sri Swami Satyananda Saraswati 
who continues to inspire and guide us 
on our yogic and spiritual journey. 
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All the Vedas 
All the yajnas 
And the result of all yajnas 


The fire sacrifice 
And the performer of the sacrifice 


And all actions 
That happen in this world 
Are Lord Surya himself 


—Aditya Hridayam Stotram 


The Artists 


Children of BYMM, the Bal Yoga Mitra Mandal, 
Munger, the children’s yoga movement, have illus- 
trated Surya Mandala. They have contributed with 
their talents and skill, and with their own under- 
standing they will help you to enjoy and appreciate 
this magic adventure of Hanuman. 


If you feel inspired, why don’t you also draw and 
paint some of the episodes of this journey to the Sun. 


The beautiful paintings in this book have been made 
by this group of most talented artists: 


Raj Priya, 13 years 


Kushi Kumari, 15 years 


Ankit Kumar, 16 years 


Muskan Kumari, 18 years 


Buddhi Chaitanya, 21 years 


Aman, 22 years 


Who is Hanuman? 


ndia has a tradition of superheroes, much before 

Superman, Batman, Spiderman, Ironman, and 
all the other ‘Man’ have come and who are the 
imagination of people, they are not real. However, in 
the past there have been people who have expressed 
a certain quality and progress and who have become 
like the heroes of humanity. 

The first superhero of the vedic tradition was 
Aryaman, the discoverer, protector and god of fire. 
He gave fire to everybody, told them how to use it, 
protect it, preserve it. He gave the whole science 
of fire making, fire preservation, fire building, fire 
containment. He became the hero of an age when 
society was in darkness. 

Hanuman is the avatar of Lord Shiva and the son 
of the wind god, Pawan Deva. Hanuman is humble, 
brave and wise. He is the symbol of devotion, 


strength, selfless action and unwavering faith. He 
lived to serve Sri Rama and crossed the ocean to Sri 
Lanka by simply uttering the name of Sri Rama. 

When Rama’s brother was terribly wounded, 
Hanuman was asked to bring life-saving herbs from 
the Himalayas to Sri Lanka. To save time and be sure 
he had all the herbs required, he simply uprooted the 
whole mountain and flew with it through the sky back 
to Lanka. 

Hanuman was a hero, an idol, for people of many 
civilizations. He has become the Monkey King of 
China. The stories of the Monkey King in China 
are stories of Hanuman when he went from India to 
China. 

According to mythology, Hanuman also went to 
Sri Lanka to spend some time in isolation. There he 
lived with a tribal group for many months, enjoying 
their hospitality and teaching them about life. When 
the time for his departure came, he promised this 
tribe, “I will come to you in physical form every 47 
years.” The history of the tribe tells us that Hanuman 
does come to spend one month with them after a 
span of 47 years. At that time, other than the tribal 
people, no one is allowed. This is not only a mytho- 
logical belief, but a reality that people believe in. 
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Hanuman is one of the first heroes in the world, 
not imaginary but real, who was given immense 
power by God. He utilized those powers benevolently, 
and today he is the epitome of surrender, faith, 
belief, action, wisdom, clearness, cleverness. All the 
best of human nature and human qualities manifest 
in him. He is the sum total of the best in creation. 

Hanuman knows how to live a life full of love, 
forgiveness, to live a life full of kindness and support, 
for the upliftment of one and all. 

This is a story about Hanuman’s adventures as a 
child. Many people have heard how Hanuman swal- 
lowed the sun when he was a baby and how he forgot 
about his powers right afterwards. This tale will tell 
you all about the golden riddles Hanuman had to 
solve to be able to swallow the sun once again . . . 
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A Month of Search 
and Effort 


The experience of the gross, physical 
dimension of the sun 


lying towards the sun, light like an eagle, the 
wind in his face, a smile on his lips and the 
feeling of pure freedom in his heart. Faster, faster, 
higher, higher! He was that close to the sun, he could 
almost touch it! An explosion of light flooded the 
whole body, the experience of being pure light! 
Startled, Hanuman opened his eyes. He was 
blinking with his eyelids. It was midday, and some 
sunrays had tickled him and shone straight onto 
his face, waking him up out of deep sleep. There 
it had been. One and the same dream had come to 
him again and again since the time he had decided 
to return. “Flying towards the sun,” Hanuman 
murmured and sighed. 


He must have fallen asleep after lunch as he was 
tired after a long, strenuous journey. Hanuman 
squinted his eyes tightly in order to look straight 
at the brilliant sun. Right above him this bright 
shining light ball with millions and billions of rays 
was reaching out to the universe, offering light and 
wisdom to every being. Hanuman shook his head in 
an attempt to wake up fully and gain some clarity. 

It was a beautiful day. The leaves on the trees 
had turned golden and were shining in the sunlight 
like treasures of Mother Earth. The river found 
its way through the valley in a continuous, even 
flow. Everything was quiet and peaceful. Indeed, 
everything, everyone? No, not everyone. 

Hanuman rubbed his eyes and sat up. Drowsy he 
climbed one of the golden trees. His fur was tousled 
and gleaming with a red touch in the sun. Even if 
he was not flying like he did in his dream, his mind 
was flying in all directions. This was not unusual. 
It happened every day, and not only to Hanuman. 
It also happened to Hanuman’s fellow beings, the 
monkeys, who seemed to be trying to catch and 
collect all the parts of their minds by swinging from 
branch to branch. It happened to the fish — their 
minds drifting away like forgotten rowing boats in 


the sea, and it even happened to the relaxed and 
peaceful looking elephants who frequently splashed 
their foreheads with some water from their trunk as 
if they wanted to keep a cool head. 

The memories of the recent events flooded 
Hanuman’s mind. He had set off jumping around the 
world with the aim to expand his personal horizon 
and to find a way to still his jumpy mind and - in 
fact, Hanuman had not been quite clear what he had 
been looking for. Clear to him was only one thing: 
even in faraway countries he had observed the same 
phenomena that he had first encountered in the 
dense forest, his home. He witnessed that the minds 
of all creatures around the globe seemed to go wild. 
Too much distraction didn’t allow for peace. 


Hiding does not work 

In one country, he had watched big birds called 
ostriches. They were running fast, changing direction 
quickly as if they wanted to escape from themselves 
and their own minds. When they seemed to have 
enough of the mind game, they simply put their 
heads into the sand to hide from their own mind. 
They followed the strong believe that if their dissi- 
pated *mind-container' was not visible, the mind itself 
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would disappear — a break of thoughts running wild 
for at least a moment . . . Hanuman had admired the 
philosophical belief system of the ostriches. He was 
really enthusiastic about it and wanted to become a 
serious follower. 

With great dedication he had taken mantra 
diksha. His fur had been painted pure white and he 
had received a mantra: So Run. He had practised 
the mantra eagerly by running and jumping around, 
trying to live up to the great example of the ostriches. 
When his running mind seemed to explode, Hanu- 
man used to stop abruptly and push his head into 
the sandy ground. But what happened? Even if his 
body was absolutely still, this crazy mind kept on 
running full speed. At the beginning, Hanuman 
thought it was a matter of practice, but after some 
time he realized, ^Ihis mind is a hurricane and I'm 
neither able to run as fast as it does, nor do I have the 
strength to stop it." Disappointed, however honest 
with himself, he started the big journey back home: 
over oceans, mountain peaks and forests, over huge 
expanses of desert and dry land with red sand. 

Today, just before lunch, he had arrived back 
home and was now sitting on a branch of one of 
the golden glittering trees with his fur tousled and 


completely red due to the dust of the sand grains. 

Hanuman wanted to get rid of his confusion. He 
wanted to find out what he was really looking for. 
What would ultimately allow him to fully understand 
himself and his jumpy mind? What would bring him 
closer to the experience of peace? 


Squirrels and nuts 

Suddenly he became aware of two little squirrels 
who were climbing up and down the tree, giggling 
away. One of them shouted, “Did you touch a plug?” 
Both of them had to hold their bellies because they 
had to laugh so much. Hanuman felt annoyed. Who 
were these little creatures to laugh at him? He turned 
towards them, telling them off, “Why don’t you mind 
your own business and leave me alone!” He turned 
his back towards them and sat there with a grumpy 
face, arms crossed over his chest. 

One of the squirrels carefully climbed up a higher 
branch, offering a nut to Hanuman. “Take it easy, 
man. We are nuts,” the squirrel winked at him, 
giggled, and off it was. 

Hanuman looked at the nut. He felt like throwing 
it as wide as he could. He already reached out with 
his arm, when he heard the other squirrel shouting, 
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“No, don’t throw the nut away. It is precious to us, 
it is our gift to you. If you don’t want to eat it, then 
at least listen to what it wants to tell you.” Before 
Hanuman could reply, the squirrel had disappeared 
among the branches. 

Hanuman still felt grumpy. “Nuts don’t talk,” 
he thought annoyed. However, somehow this nut 
seemed to talk directly to his heart. “My outside is 
hard,” the nut explained. “My inside however is tasty 
and enjoyable.” Hanuman thought about this fact for 
some time. “You shouldn’t identify with your hard 
shell, you should try to make it softer, and bring out 
the beauty inside.” 

Hanuman pondered, “How was it possible that he 
understood what this nut was saying?’ As he tried to 
open it he found that the shell was really hard. Finally 
he managed to crack it open with a little stone. When 
the nut split, Hanuman cut himself at the sharp edge 
of the shell. “Ah,” he shouted, shook his hand and 
put the hurt finger into his mouth to suck on it. 

Hanuman looked at his finger and watched a tiny 
drop of blood appearing on the surface of his skin. 
“This is just like the words of the squirrel,” the nut 
continued talking. “The words hurt you and left a 
little scratch in your heart like this little injury on 


your finger. You better pay immediate attention 
to your hurt feelings, just as you do to your hurt 
finger, otherwise this little wound could develop 
into something much bigger demanding much more 
time to heal. Better to let it heal right now than 
wait too long,” Hanuman was startled. This nut was 
still talking to him and what it said, touched him 
in an unfamiliar way. “The nut is right,” Hanuman 
thought. But how to take care of his hurt feelings? 

“Forgive and forget, forgive and forget,” the 
wind seemed to whisper in his ear at that moment. 
Hanuman was listening for a while to this whisper 
that kept repeating itself. He tried to follow Vayu’s 
advice. He trusted his dad who had never misled 
him. Hanuman made a real effort to let go of the 
memory of the squirrels who had upset and triggered 
his hurt feelings. Indeed, the memory seemed to get 
carried away with Vayu. However, there still remained 
a shadow in his heart that he was not able to remove. 
What could he do about it? 

Hanuman remembered his inspiring dreams 
about the sun. “Of course,” he thought, “in order 
to make the whole heart space bright and shiny Tl 
invite some sunrays to come.” Hanuman closed his 
eyes and sat quietly. For quite some time he visualized 


bright shining, glittering sunrays entering his heart 
and illumining his whole heart space. After a while 
Hanuman opened his eyes and took a deep breath 
in. He smiled and placed one hand on his heart. He 
felt better, his fur did not, it was filthy. Hanuman 
looked down at himself and saw his fur spreading out 
into all directions. “No wonder the squirrels had to 
laugh so much,” he thought. “Cleaning! What a great 
idea!” Whenever Hanuman felt strangely confused, 
cleaning would bring him back to some peace of 
mind. His view had totally changed: now he even felt 
grateful to the little squirrels for having pushed his 
awareness towards a helpful idea. Busily he started 
to sort out his fur. 

The two squirrels tried to make their way around 
him to get to the fine branches right at the crown 
of the golden tree. “What are you actually doing 
here?” Hanuman asked them in a gentle voice. The 
squirrels were very busy. One of them, running by, 
gasped, “We are collecting nuts and dig holes in the 
earth where we bury them. In winter and spring this 
will be our food.” Hanuman watched them flit down 
the trunk of the tree, then aimlessly und nervously 
digging holes wherever they went. Next time they 
came running up the tree, Hanuman asked, “Hey, 
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why don't you slow down a little. You won't be able to 
eat that many nuts anyways, you guys are tiny!” The 
squirrels called out without stopping, “Most of the 
nuts we will never find again, so we have to bury a 
lot more than we can eat! We have to go on now... 
see you.” 

Hanuman shook his head. First, he had been 
impressed by the squirrels’ determined speed, but 
then .. . even they could not come up with a clear 
plan to bury their nuts with a little bit of a system in 
order to find all of them again. Was there no one with 
some clarity in this world? Was everyone including 
himself totally distracted and confused? 


Friend Apas 
After a while Hanuman was tired of cleaning and 
sorting through his fur. He was hungry. The nut that 
the squirrel had offered to him had been very tasty. 
Easily, Hanuman climbed the trees and collected a 
whole basket full of nuts. After cracking and enjoying 
some, he set off to jump over to a little lake to see 
his mirror image in the still water. He just wanted to 
make sure that he looked good enough to mingle. 
Hanuman tried hard to see himself on the surface 
of the water. However, he did not manage to do so 


because the water was constantly moving. There were 
little waves, a gentle current that made it impossible 
for him to look at his perfect mirror image. Hanuman 
sighed. He asked the lake, “I’ve come to see myself 
in you, but I don’t succeed because you won't be still. 
Please, stop for a while so that we can be united and 
one for just a moment." 

The lake purred, and a smile seemed to flit over 
its surface. "Namaskara, my dear friend. I'm pleased 
to hear you are aiming to be one with me. I have 
good news for you: we are one already, and have 
always been. However, to realize this, you will have 
to dive deep into your inner nature. Purify your 
heart and realize it as the seat of the source of life 
and luminosity. This is my advice to you." Hanuman 
became pensive. He didn't understand what the lake 
was telling him. 

After a pause, the lake added, “You know, I would 
like to help you, but to be honest, I can't. I'm feeling 
very attracted to the wind, dear Vayu. I cannot resist 
to play with him day in and day out. In fact, he plays 
with me: he curls up my blue dress and constantly 
tickles me from unexpected sides. He makes me 
giggle and laugh. Sometimes however, he is in a bad 
mood and pushes me around. In those moments, I 


try to turn my mind away from him. I try not to pay 
any attention, but direct it into my inside, to the 
depth of my being. But then everything is dark there. 
I am not able to see anything, forget about realizing. 
Therefore, I'm telling you, go and purify the depth 
of your heart. This is the only way to realize the true 
meaning of Namaskara." 

At this moment the wind turned around and the 
lake seemed to be carried away from the shore with 
its gust. The conversation had ended. 

Hanuman stayed back: to dive deep? Hanuman 
hated swimming, let alone diving. He had never 
done any diving before. Diving into the darkness as 
described by the lake? “Brrrr,” his fur spread wide 
apart. He felt a deep repulsion. And what was the 
purification of the heart all about? Whatever it was, if 
this heart was only reachable by diving into the dark, 
into the unknown, then this project didn't seem to be 
attractive, he thought sceptically. 

Lake Apas was wise, everyone said that, however, 
not even she had succeeded in diving through the 
unknown darkness to purify her heart. And she must 
have been an expert in diving! Even Apas could not 
let go of the world and its pleasant distractions. She 
seemed to be hypnotized by her friend Vayu. 


Hanuman shook his head as if to shake off his 
confusion. “Nonsense,” he thought, getting up 
abruptly. Quickly he jumped into the dense forest, 
as if fleeing from the uncomfortable glimpse of truth 
Apas had shown him. It would need some dedicated 
effort to be realized, Hanuman was sure. Better to 
turn away from it for now. 


Tjikko’s advice 
In deep thought, head bent towards the ground, 
Hanuman walked aimlessly through the forest. 
Suddenly, he heard the murmuring of a melodius 
voice. Hanuman looked up, and his eyes were wide 
open: in front of him rose a gigantic tree of ancient 
times, as it seemed. Its trunk was enormous in size, a 
whole family holding hands could not have embraced 
it. The tree seemed to touch the sky with its crown. 
“Maybe by climbing this mountain of a tree I will be 
able to reach the sun as it happened in my dreams.” 
The thought crossed Hanuman’s mind and filled him 
unexpectedly with excitement and hope. But how to 
address this king of trees? He would need to be very 
polite and formal. 

At that moment, some pollen carried by the soft 
breeze tickled Hanuman’s nose. He sneezed loudly 


10 


and his whole body shook. Hanuman lost his balance 
and landed right on his nose at the feet of the huge 
trunk of this royal tree. The murmuring of the deep 
voice that seemed to come from the depth of Mother 
Earth stopped. The sudden silence hit Hanuman and 
made him feel uncomfortable. 

“Namaskara,” Hanuman mumbled. “Hari Om,” a 
whole group of voices replied. Surprised Hanuman 
turned around. Next to him stood five people 
dressed in orange. Their hands were folded in 
front of their chest in pranam mudra and they were 
smiling joyously at the wonderful tree. Then they 
started cutting off the lower, strong, solid branches. 
Hanuman screamed in alarm. 

“No, no,” Hanuman heard the familiar deep 
voice. “No need to worry, Im happy to offer my 
branches for a noble cause, an undertaking that will 
bring glory to all of us,” the tree explained. 

“Who are your” Hanuman was finally able to 
speak. The tree replied, “My name is Tjikko. I’ve 
seen times come and go for thousands of years, this 
is why people call me the Wise Old Tjikko. My age is 
estimated to be 9550 years.” 

Hanuman stood there, mouth and eyes wide 
open. “My god, you must have seen and experienced 


a universe of things within this time,” Hanuman 
blurted out. Having his dreams of the sun in mind 
and without pausing, he went on, “Please, respected 
Wise Old Tjikko, tell me about your observations of 
the sun. No one else must have been able to watch 
its glory for such a long time on earth.” Old Tjikko 
smiled. 

“Tm happy to tell you about the sun,” he said. 
“As per my observations, the sun controls literally all 
rhythms of life: seasons, growth and rain. Surya feeds 
the world with rain and also melts the cold. While he 
remains the witness of the world Surya Deva makes 
us active. He enhances the vitality of every living 
form, from humans to you little monkey and all other 
animals, to myself and all existing plants right down 
to the stones, our dear old companions. 

Lord Surya’s colour is gold and his form is fire. 
With his glowing golden body of fire, he dispels 
darkness and destroys all ignorance. Therefore, 
Surya is the source of light and happiness and is the 
lord of those who shine. However, his thousand rays 
are like arms and hands which also touch those in 
distress and bring light and warmth into their lives.” 
Old Tjikko seemed to think for some time, then he 
added, “Probably my deepest insight over all these 
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years has been that the sun is the lord of time as he 
controls and defines our perception of time.” 
“Wow,” Hanuman’s eyes widened again. Surya 
Deva was greater than he had dared to believe. 
Once more the murmuring started. Hanuman’s 
interest was awakened now. He wanted to know as 
much as possible. “Excuse me,” he interrupted Old 
Tjikko, “what are you saying, I don’t understand your 
murmuring.” “Pm doing my mantra,” Tjikko said. 
Excited Hanuman asked, “I also have a mantra. Is 
your mantra So Run, like mine?” The tree laughed 
that the earth shook. Hanuman stumbled and had 
difficulty to hold his balance. “No, my friend, my 
mantra is different, yet similar in a way. My mantra 
is flowing with the breath of time. It is called So Ham. 
I've been doing my mantra with every breath since 
time immemorial.” “Oh,” Hanuman was impressed. 
“And what good has the mantra been doing to you 
over the years?” he wanted to know. The tree was 
thoughtful. “Hmmm, that’s a long story,” he said 
in a serious voice. “My aim has been to release the 
hidden aspects of myself and the past and harmonize 
the knots entangled within the dense net of my roots. 
However, time has shown that this undertaking of 
dealing with the unknown aspects of myself, hidden 
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under the earth and in the dark, needs a lot of 
courage and determination.” 

Hanuman had to remember the words of his 
friend lake Apas. “You have to dive deep into the 
unknown where you need to purify your heart,” she 
had told him. 

“Dear Wise Old Tjikko,” Hanuman started talking, 
"I've got a wise friend in the forest. She lives not far 
from here. Her name is Apas and she talked to me 
about the same things. If you two wise ones haven't 
succeeded in bringing light to your dark side, who 
will be able to unfold the full range of the unknown?" 
Hanuman was sure the old tree didn't have an answer 
to this question and quietly celebrated his success. 
He was sure that he was right: in his opinion, this 
undertaking was useless because it wouldn't lead one 
anywhere but into deeper darkness. 

Wise Old Tjikko cleared his voice. “Do you 
remember I told you that I've been offering my 
branches?" “Sure,” Hanuman nodded, still convinced 
he was right. "I'm offering my branches to a very 
special being, a being who lives up to his full name: 
a HUMAN being. This being belongs to the human 
race,” Ijikko added. “It is said that consciousness 
sleeps in minerals, is awake in us plants, walks in 


you animals, thinks in humans and expresses as 
a realized, liberated person. The human being 
I’m talking about is such a liberated person. He is 
master over the unknown and able to live outside 
and inside with equal awareness. My deep respect is 
with the one who is fully purified, whose nature has 
been transcended and who has been helping others 
ceaselessly on their path." Tjikko remained quiet, his 
heart full of devotion. 

Hanuman shook his head and was ready to 
argue. “Why deal with darkness if we can deal with 
the source of light right now?” Hanuman put the 
question provoking. Tjikko who only smiled and 
instead of answering immersed himself again in the 
repetition of mantra. 

Hanuman realized that Wise Old Tjikko would 
not continue this conversation anymore. The tree 
seemed to have withdrawn himself totally from the 
outer world. Hanuman still felt upset, yet the feeling 
vanished quite quickly as the sensation of cold took 
over. 

The sun had set some time ago and night had 
started to fall. Hanuman was shivering. He decided 
to make a little fire next to Tjikko in order to keep 
warm and to collect some small leaves and twigs to 


arrange a night camp. Hanuman felt comfortable 
and safe next to this gigantic tree whom he perceived 
as his new friend despite the difference of opinion. 

Soon, the flames of the fire were dancing in 
mystical forms and colours. Hanuman was sitting 
close to the fire. He was staring with a fixed gaze 
into the flames, while his mind was drawn towards 
his favourite dream: his thoughts travelled far away 
to the sun. He felt the desire to reach it. With a heart 
full of longing, Hanuman gently closed his eyes and 
fell into a deep sleep, feeling most protected by the 
melodious and even mantra chanting of Wise Old 
Tyikko. The tree smiled with a heart full of goodwill 
and lowered a branch to cover the little body of 
Hanuman to keep him safe and warm. 

In his dream Hanuman was flying straight towards 
the sun, higher and higher, brighter and brighter! 
There it was, he could almost touch it. 

Hanuman woke up just before he had been able to 
touch the sun. It was early morning and he felt full 
of energy and ready for action. Hanuman had a plan 
and he was determined about it: he wanted to reach 
the sun as experienced, or almost experienced, in his 
dreams. Surya was the god of luminosity. Hanuman 
was sure, if there was anyone in this universe who 
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could help him gain a better understanding of 
himself then it was Surya. 

Hanuman climbed a little hill and started jumping 
up and down, trying to touch the sun. The higher 
he jumped the prouder he became. “Dealing with 
darkness: nonsense,” he thought. “Surya is the one 
who gives us insight into everything. With his help I 
will find my peace. Actually, Im happy having met 
lake Apas and tree Tjikko. They opened my eyes 
for what I really want to do. Now my path and my 
goal are finally clear in front of my eyes: I’m aiming 
to reach the sun as soon as possible and become 
as peaceful and brilliant as he is. Surya Deva is 
the source of light himself. He is the dispeller of 
darkness, the real Guru.” 

After a few hours of jumping up and down, 
Hanuman felt tired. He was hot, out of breath and 
wanted to rest for the rest of the day. A little bit 
disappointed and discouraged Hanuman stretched 
out on the ground to relax deeply. “Oh well,” he 
thought. “Tomorrow I will try again and jump a little 
higher. Patience is the key. I shall jump a little bit 
higher each day until I will reach the sun and become 
pure light.” With this thought and a vision of Surya 
in mind, he fell into a deep, dreamless sleep. 


14 


Hanuman was clear about the purpose and aim of 
his undertaking: every day he set off to reach Surya 
Deva and every day he did manage to jump a little 
bit higher. However, Surya Deva seemed to remain 
unreachable. 

After one month of trying devotedly to reach 
the sun god, Hanuman made a break. Yes, his body 
felt stronger and his endurance and stamina had 
definitely increased. But other than that? The sun 
seemed to be out of reach. Hanuman was helpless. 
Aimlessly he set off on a Sunday morning walk 
through the forest when he found himself at the 
shore of lake Apas, in the very heart of the forest. 
He stopped and looked at the lake. There, on Apas’ 
surface, a broken reflection of the sun along with 
thousands of sunrays appeared. For a moment, 
Hanuman stared at it lost in thought. “If only there 
was a way, I could make the sun come closer to me, 
right down here on earth, instead of me jumping up 
high into the sky,” he thought, ready to encounter 
solutions. 
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Write down the teachings you came across in this chapter. 
Draw or paint the episode that you liked most. 


2 


A Month of Practice 
anol Sadhana 


The experience of the subtle and 
invisible dimension of the sun 


E” a while, Hanuman remained standing in one 
spot, staring either at the sun in the sky or its 
reflection on the lake, contemplating his quest. 

A voice cut the silence, “Remember, the sun is 
always there even if it is hidden behind clouds. It 
shines with the same intensity as it does on cloudless 
days, no matter what. We only need to be aware 
that the sun is shining. This awareness will open up 
our clouded mind and heart so that we are able to 
reconnect with pure light and pure happiness.” 

“What?” Hanuman turned around towards the 
voice that had been speaking, obviously trying to 
cheer him up. “Oh, who are you?” He saw a young 
girl coming out of the shade of a tree, standing in the 
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pure sunlight. She must have been around fourteen 
years old. Hanuman noticed that she was wearing a 
red track suit. “Covered in red, she looks like me,” 
Hanuman thought and immediately felt familiar with 
the girl. 

“My name is Garima,” she introduced herself and 
interrupted Hanuman’s flow of thoughts. The girl 
smiled and came closer. “What are you doing here?” 
she asked curiously. 

“Oh well, I've been jumping high into the sky to 
reach Surya Deva, without much success though. Now 
I’m taking a break,” Hanuman admitted a little bit 
shy and sheepishly. In order to make the situation 
light, he added, “Anyway, it’s hot up there. I’m just 
enjoying the breeze close by the lake.” He smiled 
vaguely. 

The girl looked at him, her gaze fixed. “Don’t get 
irritated by setbacks. Don’t allow doubts to dissuade 
you from your aim. If you burn your fur, then just 
dip it in water in order to keep a cool head and a 
balanced, cool temperature in your heart.” Garima 
paused. Then she added as if to herself with a 
serious, thoughtful expression, “The one who deals 
with the pure sunlight also needs to cope with the 
long darkness of the night.” 


Hanuman was startled. Hadn’t he heard these 
words of wisdom and the advice to deal with his dark 
side before? Yes, right here at the shore this topic 
had started with lake Apas talking to him about the 
necessity to dive deep and discover the dark side 
within. And later on, tree Tjikko had been talking 
about knots within his roots, deep in the dark realm 
of Mother Earth that needed to be dealt with. 

“Even you talk about the dark side,” Hanuman 
murmured, rolling his eyes. “I believe in luminosity 
and not in darkness. Just look at the brilliance of the 
sun: every morning Surya rises, no matter what, and 
is travelling the sky until it is time to set. The sun is a 
master of regularity. I’ve also observed that it controls 
the rhythms of life, the seasons, rain and growth. 
The sun enhances vitality of every living form, from 
you humans to animals and plants. Surya is the 
source of light and happiness.” Hanuman crossed 
his arms in front of his chest and felt confident. He 
was aware that he must have sounded very smart. 
Unfortunately, he didn’t remember more of what 
his friend Tjikko had told him about his observation 
and experience with Surya Deva. However, for the 
moment, this seemed to be sufficient to make a valid 
point, Hanuman thought to himself. 
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Garima’s insight 

The girl smiled, “Seems you have made acquaintance 
with Wise Old Tjikko. Could that be?” she poked, 
with a friendly voice. 

Hanuman felt blood rushing to his cheeks and 
colouring them reddish. He felt caught and to divert 
the attention he quickly stuttered, “By the way, it is 
getting late. I should make a move.” 

“Wait,” the girl tried to stop him, her hand 
reaching out towards Hanuman’s arm. Surprised of 
Garima’s determined tone, Hanuman paused. 

Garima continued, “I understand you appreciate 
and adore the sun very much. So do I. See, we are 
talking of the same thing, however, I just want to 
make you aware of another dimension of experience.” 

Hanuman frowned. He didn’t understand what 
the girl was talking about. To him it was so clear: up 
there in the sky was the sun, right in front of him, 
reachable if he made only enough effort. He was 
convinced it would be possible to reach the source of 
all luminosity. 

Garima was watching Hanuman’s facial expres- 
sions carefully, only guessing where his inner 
dialogue could have taken him. Since he remained 
quiet, she took up the topic again. 


“The point is not to jump or fly as high as possible 
to reach the physical sun. No. The real aim is to dive 
deep into the inner realm of your being to discover 
the luminosity of the sun within your own heart, 
and eventually let it shine through you to reach out 
to everyone and everything around you. This is the 
way to become happy and to bestow brilliance and 
excellence upon each thought, each word, each act- 
ion and behaviour.” 

Hanuman was still not sure whether he was able to 
fully catch the meaning of what Garima was trying to 
convey. Garima could sense it. She continued, “Look, 
the sun is not only this physical bright light ball in 
the middle of the sky or at the horizon, but it is 
actually running through your veins as your forceful 
vital energy.” Saying so, her eyes were glowing with 
excitement and inspiration. 

“You know, the sun does not only enhance the 
vitality of our physical bodies, as you said, but it 
controls our pranic body, which is more subtle than 
the physical one. The pranic body is in fact the 
intermediary body between the gross - mental and 
physical realm, and the subtle — consciousness and 
energy. There are eighteen different nadis or pranic 
flows in our physical body. Imagine, these pranic 


flows are actually the rays of the sun." Again her eyes 
shone. The words just poured out of her. "During 
sadhana, limitations and conditionings are gradually 
bubbling up to the surface into our awareness and 
can be removed. At that moment, it is the eighteen 
sunrays that start to shine brightly and illumine our 
whole being. 

I think now you will understand that we are talk- 
ing about the same thing and that I am only taking 
you to a more subtle dimension: the sun is the em- 
bodiment of vitality and knowledge. When you look 
inside and start to clean out your inner rubbish bin, 
the dusty aspect of your personality, then these two 
aspects, also called prana shakti along with jnana 
shakti will awaken. Through sadhana it becomes 
possible to harness this power of the sun, and to rise 
above all the experiences of pleasure, pain, sorrow 
and difficulties. Instead, you may eventually exper- 
ience luminosity, knowledge, understanding and 
freedom." 

Immediately, Hanuman's memory travelled back 
to the incident with the squirrel that had upset his 
ego. He remembered how he was sitting on the 
branch with his eyes closed, only imagining how 
the rays of the sun consoled and purified his heart. 
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He also remembered how refreshed he had felt 
right afterwards. Maybe there was something to it, 
what the girl was talking about. Maybe it could not 
be his only aim to reach the sun within this gross 
dimension, but also to harness it within the more 
subtle dimensions. 

Hanuman was startled. This was not an ordinary 
girl, that much was clear. She spoke with so much 
confidence and clarity. He was hypnotized by the 
truth he had just heard, however, first he had to 
digest such condensed knowledge for he still felt 
some confusion. 

“What do you know about the dark shady side?” 
he asked in order to come to more clarity. 

“Look,” Garima said. “Before you can set off 
and jump high, you need to become aware of your 
shortcomings, limitations, the shadow of your inner 
nature. As a next step, it is necessary to fully accept 
this dark side of you. Only then you can start to 
develop yourself to connect more and more with 
your inner luminous Self. Self-awareness and self- 
acceptance are the beginning of the journey to 
harmony and peace. These two are your two wings 
that will make you fly high . . . and eventually reach 
the sun," she added laughing happily. 


Hanuman was listening eagerly, "And what is the 
sadhana you mentioned?" he asked the girl. 

“I will show you," Garima promised. “But now 
I have to go, it is getting late, and I still haven't 
fulfilled my duty." Before Hanuman could reply 
something she had jumped up. "Let us meet here 
tomorrow morning, just before sunrise." With these 
words she disappeared in the thicket of the dense 
forest. "Don't be late," he heard her calling from a 
distance. 


Sadhana begins 

Hanuman was left behind, wondering what this was 
all about. All his original desire of jumping up high 
towards the sun had suddenly changed into a sincere 
desire of moving into sadhana. But what was this 
sadhana? What did it mean? What was there to do? 
How to move into it? He was excited and a little bit 
anxious of what was actually expected of him. One 
part of sadhana was certainly about looking into the 
shady depth of his being, that much he could sense 
with some discomfort. Was he ready to do so? The 
future would reveal it to him, he thought to himself. 
He lay down on the shore of his friend Apas. With 
the words of the girl and an unknown melody that 


23 


seemed to evolve out of the soft play of the ripples of 
the lake, Hanuman fell into a deep slumber. 

Lake Apas smiled to herself, while humming 
contentedly the melody Hanuman had heard, aware 
of what glory the future might bring to her dear little 
friend... 

“Wake up!” Frightened Hanuman flinched. 
Someone shook his body from side to side. In front of 
him stood the mysterious girl from yesterday with her 
black shining eyes and her red track suit, brimming 
with vitality. She laughed. “I told you to be ready. 
What are you doing here? It looks like you did not 
move since we parted yesterday.” 

It was more an assessment than a question. 
Quickly, Hanuman sat up. Ashamed, he realized that 
the girl was right. He had not moved since Garima 
had left yesterday evening. He must have fallen 
asleep, overwhelmed by the new insights the girl had 
introduced him to. 

“What is the time?” he asked, rubbing his eyes. 
“Almost six o’clock,” the girl replied. “In an instant, 
the sun will rise. Come, let’s start,” she said and 
began to chant, 
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Om bhur bhuvah suvah 
Tatsavitur varenyam 
Bhargo devasya dhimahi 
Dhiyo yo nah prachodayaat. 
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“Oh,” Hanuman was amazed. The melody Garima 
was singing was the same he had heard yesterday 
evening before he had dozed off. t care 
he started to repeat the words 
chanting. 

Garima explained after a w 
mantra of the sun, the Gayatri 
protection against obstacles. It is chanted to attain 
wisdom, clarity of mind, positivity, creativity in all 
life situations and to open the dormant doors of 
intelligence. This mantra is powerful. Chant it every 
morning eleven times at the time of sunrise with 
these positive intentions in your mind and heart, and 
you shall be transformed.” 

“And now get up,” she demanded. Slowly and 
carefully Garima showed Hanuman a sequence of 
movements that were practised while sunbathing 
and with a particular way of breathing. A few times, 
Hanuman fell over. “Don’t worry,” Garima said. “I’m 
sure that after some time you will be master of surya 
namaskara!” 

“Surya namaskara?” Hanuman asked surprised. 
He had to think about the conversation with lake 
Apas some time ago. She had said, one needs to dive 
deep and purify one’s heart before the experience 


of namaskara would set in. Amazed he asked, “You 
mean by practising the sequence of surya namaskara 
regularly, I'll become one with Surya Deva?” 

Garima smiled, “Surya namaskara is a unique 
system. It offers you a perfectly harmonious develop- 
ment of the body, mind and soul which leads to the 
experience of luminosity. So yes, it will lead you 
to unity with Suryaji.” Hanuman was delighted. 
Motivated he continued practising, trying to perfect 
the sequence of asanas. 

After some time, Hanuman and Garima lay down 
on their backs onto the grass, letting their bodies 
rest. With a dreamy voice Garima continued talking, 
“The most beautiful thing on earth is to get up every 
day at the time of sunrise. Facing the morning sun 
while practising surya namaskara allows us to witness 
how the sun dispels all darkness around, slowly but 
steadily. Surya rises every single morning selflessly to 
bring light to this universe, and to us down here on 
earth, to remove our ignorance and bring luminosity. 
Isn’t that amazing?” she asked, looking at Hanuman. 

Abruptly, Hanuman got up and shouted towards 
the sun with arms wide open, “Thank you Surya for 
rising every day and bringing light, warmth and life 
to all of us! Please help to remove all darkness on 


earth. Please help me to become one with you and 
as brilliant and luminous as you.” 

In an instant, Garima was on her toes, opened her 
arms wide and shouted towards Surya, “Surya Deva, 
can you hear us? Please remove all darkness in the 
hearts of people and let them shine together in unity, 
purity, happiness and peace!” 

Garima and Hanuman started jumping up and 
down and running along the shores of the lake. 
They felt happy, light and energized and could have 
embraced the whole world. 


Enter Little Miss Sun Horse 

While running, laughing and teasing each other, 
something fell out of Garima’s red track suit pocket. 
“A toy!” Hanuman shouted excitedly. Quickly Garima 
picked up the little toy and started to wipe off the 
dirt. “May I introduce you, this is Little Miss Sun 
Horse,” Garima said solemnly, pointing the toy in 
Hanuman’s direction. 

"Aren't you a bit old to play with toys?” Hanuman 
asked. Unimpressed, Garima replied, “Just a moment 
ago you seemed to be very excited about Little Miss 
Sun Horse even though you have left baby age, 
haven't you?" Hanuman smiled. Quickly he caught 


27 


the toy and held it up. “Catch me if you can, catch 
me if you can!” he shouted while running away. 

Slowly Garima got up. “I have to go. See you 
tomorrow. Please treat Little Miss Sun Horse with 
care,” she said while turning away from him. Hanu- 
man shouted from a distance, “Wait, where are you 
going? Please, show me more. I still have so many 
questions.” However, with just a few steps she had 
disappeared. 

Hanuman felt annoyed that Garima had left 
without another word, however, his mood couldn't 
be tainted for long. He was bursting with energy. He 
looked at the rag toy in his hand and addressing it, 
he said, "If she wants to leave, let her go. Never mind, 
then the two of us will play together. I should treat you 
carefully? Most probably she makes you sit in her little 
doll’s house with pink curtains and a cup of tea all day 
long. Girls!” Hanuman shook his head disapprovingly. 

“Now it's time for adventure," he shouted exci- 
tedly and started racing along the shores of lake 
Apas, throwing the little horse high up into the air 
and catching it again just before it fell to the ground. 
Then he held it between his teeth, swinging from 
branch to branch. How much fun that was! After 
some time, he invented yet another game. Hanuman 
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climbed up a tree to its very crown, dropped the toy 
horse, while he was jumping from branch to branch 
to be quicker than the toy, so he could catch it before 
it hit the ground. Many times he succeeded. “One 
more time!" he shouted full of joy and excitement. 
This time he climbed a really high tree. “Fly,” and 
he threw the horse into the sky and raced down the 
tree, but on the ground there was no sign of the toy. 
He looked all around. Where could it be? 

Suddenly he heard huffing, puffing and coughing. 
Hanuman turned towards the noise. What he saw 
was beyond his imagination. Little Miss Sun Horse 
spat and gasped trying to liberate herself out of a big 
pile of dry leaves. She must have landed there before 
Hanuman could catch her. 

Looking at Hanuman, Little Miss Sun Horse 
said reproachfully, “One would expect a little bit of 
respect. After all I'm a lady. What are you standing 
there with your mouth and eyes wide open glaring 
at me as if I was an alien. Help me out of here. I've 
got dust allergy." 

"You have what?" Hanuman didn't trust his eyes 
and even less his ears. "You heard very well. Dust 
allergy. Will you help me now?" Little Miss Sun Horse 
added irritated. Finally, Hanuman came back to his 


senses. Carefully he lifted the horse up and put it 
on the ground. The rag doll stood now fully alive in 
front of him. 

“What are you waiting for? Clean me, or no, better 
don’t touch me. The way you look I will be dirtier 
afterwards,” she checked him out, disapproving what 
she saw. Hanuman could not believe it. “But you are 
just a toy. You are not supposed to talk nor to move 
nor to have dust allergy,” he added in utter disbelief. 

Little Miss Sun Horse swung her tail and mane in 
order to remove the dust on her fur. Watching her, 
Hanuman added, “And you are green. No horse on 
earth is green.” 

“Maybe not on earth, but in deva loka,” Little 
Miss Sun Horse corrected him. “Where?” Hanuman 
couldn’t follow. “Young man, you have a lot to learn,” 
there was determination in her voice. “Of course 
I can talk, move, feel, see and hear and, yes, even 
have a dust allergy. After all, how does it come you 
talk? You are just a monkey.” Little Miss Sun Horse 
emphasized the word ‘just’ because Hanuman had 
used it in her case to her great displeasure. 

Hanuman was speechless. Of course he could 
talk. However, why exactly he was able to understand 
humans, plants, trees, his friend Apas and even a 
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nut he did not know. Little Miss Sun Horse had 
more questions for him. “And why do you think Wise 
Old Ijikko, lake Apas and even my dear Garima 
have initiated you into the truth of their insights?" 
Hanuman looked startled. 

Seeing Hanuman’s facial expressions, Little Miss 
Sun Horse answered the questions herself. “Because 
they believe in you," she said. "Because you also 
speak the language of the heart," she concluded. 
After a moment she added, "In fact, everybody knows 
the language of the heart, however, sadly enough, 
many have forgotten how to access it, connect to it 
and use it. It has become a distant fantasy-reality'.“ 

Little Miss Sun Horse had obviously finished 
dusting her fur and stood in front of Hanuman 
with her head held high. Hanuman still couldn't 
believe what he saw. Carefully he stretched out his 
hand to touch Little Miss Sun Horse's back in order 
to convince himself of her existence. “No touch," 
Little Miss Sun Horse lifted up her front legs in 
sheer defence. “I really wonder when you had your 
last bath," checking him again from head to toe and 
shaking her head. 

"Look," she said, sensing that Hanuman had no 
understanding of what was happening right now. 
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"People like Garima live and experience the world 
through their senses. All nature is alive including 
yourself and your animal race, your friend Tyikko 
and all the trees and plants on earth as well as Apas 
along with the rivers and oceans of the world." She 
paused. “Then there are also the stones, furniture, 
concrete walls, metals . . . everything has life inherent 
in it, including myself, Little Miss Sun Horse, who for 
some people is just a toy." 

While saying the last bit she gave Hanuman a 
disapproving look. "Even if it seems that we are not 
living beings, we are all made up of the same atoms. 
We are all connected to the same brilliant source and 
we all have the same aim: to follow our evolution 
until we reach this source of luminosity. Also, we 
all have the same wish: we want to be treated with 
respect. So we should treat each other with respect." 
Again her voice sounded upset. 

"You claim you admire the sun? Then look at it 
from this perspective: we are all the same under the 
sun. It shines in equal measure on all of us, it has 
equal vision and understanding. Just like the sun, 
we also need to make an effort to understand each 
other, everyone's needs and nature and then act 
appropriately." Reproachfully she added, "After all, 


would you throw your friends up into the air taking 
the risk they might smash on the ground without 
even apologizing for this rude behaviour?” she asked, 
shaking her mane and looking to the side. “No, you 
would not,” Miss Sun Horse concluded. 

"Im sorry,” Hanuman stuttered. “You should 
feel sorry, young man, you should. I’m going for 
a walk around the lake and you better think about 
everything I’ve told you.” Little Miss Sun Horse 
turned away still looking hurt and disappeared out 
of Hanuman’s sight. 


More than a cleansing bath 


Lake - that was the key word. Hanuman became 
aware of how dirty he must be after all his adventures. 
He looked down at himself and felt ashamed. 
Hanuman really disliked water, but what to do. He 
needed to jump into the lake to get clean — and to get 
a break of Little Miss Sun Horse’s lecture. What she 
said must have been true, however, her personality 
was really intense. 

Little Miss Sun Horse’s words resounded in his 
head. “We are all connected to an inherent spirit, to 
the same luminous source. We all are one and the 
same. We all want to be treated with respect. So we 


should treat each other with respect.” With still some 
resistance, Hanuman started to walk towards the lake. 

Both, Little Miss Sun Horse and lake Apas were 
talking about the same thing: we are one, we are 
one, we are one. It sounded right. However, why 
was it necessary to dive deep in order to realize this 
truth? “Why, why, why,” the question repeated itself 
in Hanuman’s mind. 

He had reached the shore of his friend lake 
Apas and put one toe into the water to feel the 
temperature. “Ah, see who is here to visit me,” 
Apas gurgled happily. “Welcome! Come in,” Apas 
invited Hanuman. The surface of the water sparkled 
beautifully in the sun, and Hanuman felt more 
tempted to enter the water. With a big splash he 
jumped into the lake. “Brrr,” the water was quite 
cold but also refreshing and vitalizing. Hanuman 
started to rub his fur from top to bottom. “Thank you 
Apas, you are really cool,” Hanuman laughed. “But 
jokes aside. I can’t stop thinking of what you told me 
when we last met. Why did you say it was necessary 
to discover my dark side? Why do I have to purify 
the depth of my heart to realize the true meaning of 
namaskara? Please explain, I keep on stumbling in 
the dark.” 
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“Slowly, my friend,” lake Apas said calmly. “Step 
by step. Too much thinking will create pressure in 
the mind. Don’t allow waves to rise high and crash 
your clarity when they are breaking. Look at me: my 
surface is never still, there is always some movement, 
but definitely no massive waves, no. The same applies 
to the movement of the mind. It should be steady and 
relaxed. There needs to be some balance. Relax, lie 
down and relax,” Apas whispered. Willingly Hanuman 
let himself glide onto the slightly moving surface of 
the lake. Apas seemed to embrace Hanuman and 
carry his body easily. Hanuman sighed and felt his 
tense neck muscles relax. Apas whispered, “The 
tensed and distracted mind is the same mind that 
wants to concentrate, and concentration is necessary 
if you want to discover more about namaskara and 
all that is hidden in your heart. In order to make 
concentration possible, first you need to strengthen 
the weak part of your mind. This is achieved by 
superimposing the positive and creative on top of 
the limiting, destructive and negative. This much for 
now...” With these words Apas seemed to withdraw 
and leave Hanuman on his own. 

Hanuman felt far away from his surroundings. 
His ears were under water and Apas’s sounds made 


him hear everything in a gentle way as if through a 
filter. Everything he experienced seemed to be in 
slow motion. Hanuman felt like being at the edge to 
a different world which was quiet, peaceful and was 
deep, deep inside. His gaze was fixed on the sun. The 
day had already reached its second half and the sun 
hung low in the deep blue sky. Its rays created a sun- 
road on the surface of the lake; thousands of sunrays 
sparkled like a long illumined path. Hanuman 
happened to be lying on the sun’s path. The rays just 
highlighted his abdomen in a brilliant way. He could 
sense its warmth around his navel. Hanuman closed 
his eyes and focused all his awareness at the area of 
the navel where the sun’s warmth seemed to enter his 
body. 

Hanuman visualized the sun to be right there at 
the level of the navel, inside his abdomen. The sun’s 
light and energy spread out from there into his whole 
body. For a long time he enjoyed this bath in pure 
light and energy. He sent energized sunrays into each 
and every part of his body, until his whole body felt 
absolutely luminous. 

With a deep sigh, Hanuman gently opened his 
eyes. The sun had already started to set. It had taken 
on the bright colour of deep red. On the other side 
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of the sky, a beautiful round full moon had started 
to rise in the sky. Its colour was of soft sparkling 
silver. For a moment Hanuman held his breath and 
looked stunned into the sky at the magical beauty 
that revealed itself to him. Time seemed to stand still. 
For that moment he was just there. 

He thought, “Both need to be there, sun and 
moon, day and night. Only with these two opposites 
can balance be experienced.” 

Hanuman could sense more than hear Apas’ 
whisper, “The moon merely reflects the light of the 
sun and has no light of its own. Yet the light it reflects 
has the distinct quality to make everything cool.” 

Hanuman’s body lay completely still on the 
surface of lake Apas who carried him gently. His 
mind had become quiet and calm like the full moon. 
Slowly the moon rose higher in the sky and its light 
covered the environment with a mysterious dust of 
silver. Hanuman closed his eyes again and could feel 
the light of the moon concentrated at the area of his 
chest. He started to take long deep breaths. With 
every inhalation, he breathed in the moon’s spherical 
light and let it enter deep into his heart. With every 
exhalation, he let the moonlight heal, calm and 
soften his heart. With every breath, his heart seemed 


to expand more and more and it started to shine like 
the full moon. Hanuman felt a deep connection to 
the moon and was totally absorbed in this experience. 

When Hanuman opened his eyes, it was dark 
around him. Only the soft light of the moon 
allowed the outlines of his surroundings to be seen. 
Hanuman shivered and moved for the first time 
since Apas had invited him to relax on her surface. 
He felt like returning from another world, from the 
universe itself, and moving felt almost unfamiliar. 
Slowly and consciously he made his way out of the 
water. Night had fallen indeed, and Hanuman felt 
cold. Quickly he collected some branches to make a 
fire at the lake’s shore. Soon, the flames of the fire 
were dancing in front of his eyes and made him feel 
warm and comfortable. Hanuman’s mind felt still, 
calm and quiet. 

He was staring into the flames for a long time. 
The flames seemed to enter his head, they were 
alive within him. His eyes slowly closed. A bright 
shining flame took shape at his eyebrow centre. For 
moments Hanuman stopped breathing and observed 
this luminous flame in front of his eyebrows. “It is 
as luminous as the sun itself,” Hanuman thought 
smiling softly. 
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A vehicle for Surya 

Just at that moment he felt a little nudge from 
behind. Hanuman opened his eyes and turned 
around. “Little Miss Sun Horse!” "I have finished 
my walk. May I join you?” she asked in a very polite 
way. Hanuman was glad that she seemed to be on 
good terms with him now, after they had a difficult 
first interaction. “Please, have a seat. I’m happy to 
see you again,” he replied gently. Fora moment both 
remained quiet. Hanuman yawned, stretched all his 
limbs and lay down on his side. 

“Little Miss Sun Horse, how have you received 
your name?” Hanuman wanted to know. “That’s a 
long story,” she said. “Please tell me, I would really 
like to know,” Hanuman begged sleepily. “Well then, 
let us go on a journey,” Miss Sun Horse replied 
and took a deep breath in. Hanuman smiled and 
snuggled close to the warm fire. With full attention 
he listened. 

“Little Hanumanji,” Miss Sun Horse said kindly. 
“T told you once before that there is not only life on 
earth, but also in deva loka. Deva loka is the place 
where the gods live. It’s a beautiful place with a lot 
of light, love and understanding. The gods’ job is 
to maintain order in the universe and keep balance. 
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One of the gods who resides there is Surya Deva, the 
sun god. 

Once upon a time, a vehicle was assigned to every 
god. Everyone could explain their requirements and 
received a vehicle that could fulfil their needs. When 
it was Surya’s turn he spoke up, “I’m travelling day 
in and day out across the sky in a continuous flow of 
movement. My need is a strong vehicle with a lot of 
power to keep on moving, no matter what.” 

The vehicle committee convened for a long 
time. The swan was already given away. He would 
have been too delicate anyway. The bull had been 
allocated to Shiva, to the regret of some of the 
members of the committee as the bull was obviously 
one of the strongest. They were convinced that the 
eagle Garuda would need a break from time to time 
and could not fly continuously. And the mouse that 
was remaining was out of the question. What to do? 
They were unable to find a suitable solution. 

Everyone knew that Surya Deva and Narayana 
were very close. Why, you are asking? Because they 
are both concerned with life: Surya is important for 
creation, life and existence. And Narayana is pure 
love for life. To love life means there is the drive to 
achieve excellence, within and without. 
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Therefore, remembering the close relationship 
between Surya Deva and Narayana, the committee 
finally decided to seek Narayana’s advice, as he 
would never rest before the best solution had been 
taken. 

So Narayana was called and introduced to the 
matter. Narayana took time, however, after three 
days without food or sleep, he returned, beaming 
as always, happy to present his proposal. Narayana 
explained, “Surya is never resting. He is always 
giving to all in all conditions. One animal as vehicle 
won't be enough. My plan is to offer Surya Deva a 
chariot. Chariots are used in wars. They are strong 
and resistant. Not only one horse but seven shall be 
pulling the chariot whose rider will be Surya himself. 
His charioteer will be Arun, our friend.” Everybody 
widened their eyes in surprise. Why would Arun 
become the charioteer of great Surya, they wondered. 
Arun had no legs. 

“Let me explain to you, why this whole idea 
has come to my mind,” Narayana said and smiled 
beautifully. “The chariot is life itself. It has six wheels 
and each one represents a chakra. Each chakra 
contains a specific potency of prana shakti, vital 
energy, and jnana shakti, knowledge. Our beloved 


Surya Deva is all of it: he is the embodiment of life, 
the complete unity and sum of prana shakti and 
jnana shakti. 

Arun as the individual soul is Surya’s able chario- 
teer. Without legs he is only the witness and not 
the performer of actions. He controls the horses 
by observing and guiding the powers that move 
them through life. Arun holds the two reins in his 
hands which show the northbound and southbound 
pathways of the sun. Surya as the Lord of time travels 
ceaselessly through the sky following these two 
pathways throughout the year. 

Seven horses are attached to the two reins. They 
are strong beyond measure, beautiful, sturdy and full 
of life energy. Their stamina reaches from the earth 
to the sky and back. They are the sunrays, powerful 
like pure light. Each one of the seven horses is of 
one of the colours of the rainbow. They are just 
beautiful!” 

Little Miss Sun Horse stopped for a moment 
with story-telling, looking dreamily into the sky. She 
couldn’t stop to rave about the horses. Finally she 
said, still looking up to the sky, “Now you can guess 
where I have my name from. I’m of a light green as 
you know,” she added with some pride. 


“Hanuman?” Little Miss Sun Horse turned around 
since there was no reply. There she saw Hanuman 
lying fast asleep cowering close to the fire. Little 
Miss Sun Horse smiled. Gently she lay down next to 
Hanuman and placed her beautiful, long, soft mane 
over him, to cover him. Hanuman sighed. 

That night Hanuman dreamt of golden sunrays 
tickling his nose and toes, entering his body and fil- 
ling it with light. He was happy, however, in his dream 
there remained a deep longing in his heart to reach 
the sun. He knew he had only received a glimpse of 
Surya Deva’s brilliance. He stretched out his hand 
and blinked into the sun, full of hope to reach it. 


Sun sadhana 

Hanuman was actually blinking into the first sunrays 
of the day. He saw Garima practise surya namaskara 
next to him. “Come and join me, it’s my second 
round,” she called. “The chanting I’ve already 
completed,” she added joyfully. Hanuman turned 
to the other side and mumbled sleepily, “Not today. 
I'm still tired because Little Miss Sun Horse and I 
stayed up late last night. And my throat is a little 
sore, maybe because I spent a long time in lake Apas 
yesterday.” He preferred to go back to his dream. 
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Garima came over and pushed Little Miss 
Sun Horse’s mane to the side. “Hey,” Hanuman 
protested. “Come now, you need to get up. The 
sadhana will uplift you. Besides I want to teach 
you something new today,” Garima tried to inspire 
Hanuman by pulling his arm. Reluctantly Hanuman 
sat up. “If you feel like it or not, once a sadhana 
has been started, it wants to be followed regularly 
and with devotion. After all, what if Surya felt like 
sleeping in today? Then we would all sit here in the 
dark and feel cold. Don’t dream your life, live your 
dream!” 

Hanuman listened half-heartedly. He was still 
in a drowsy state of mind and sat cross-legged on 
the floor with eyes closed. “Perfect,” Garima said. 
“Now you just need to put your hand into nasikagra 
mudra and we'll start the practice of nadi shodhana,” 
she added by taking Hanuman’s hand to help him 
place middle finger and index finger on his eyebrow 
centre. Thumb and ring finger closed one nostril 
each, which created alternate nostril breathing: 
inhale through the left nostril, exhale through the 
right, inhale through the right, exhale through the 
left, and so on. After ten rounds Hanuman took a 
deep breath which lifted his whole chest. Slowly he 
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opened his eyes. Astonished and inspired, he said 
to Garima, “I’m feeling fully awake and totally fine 
now.” 

“You see,” Garima said happily, “You should 
practise nadi shodhana daily after the Gayatri mantra 
and surya namaskara. The aim is to acquire wisdom 
and vitality through the grace of the solar power. This 
is the sadhana I have learnt and I love it.” 

With these words Garima picked up Little Miss 
Sun Horse carefully. Hanuman noticed that he must 
have fallen asleep before getting to know the end of 
Little Miss Sun Horse’s story. “Garima, how did Little 
Miss Sun Horse receive her name? Last night she 
was going to tell me, however I missed the last bit of 
the tale. Tell me, was she one of Surya’s horses who 
carried his chariot through the sky?” Hanuman asked 
with glowing eyes. “Yes, indeed,” Garima nodded. 
“However, Little Miss Sun Horse developed a star 
dust allergy which wouldn’t allow her to breathe 
freely. One day Surya Deva decided to send her 
down to earth where she wouldn’t need to suffer all 
the time. First, Little Miss Sun Horse did not want 
to leave. “But where shall I go and what should I do 
there? Please don’t send me away, I want to stay here 
in your service,” she pleaded with Surya. 


“Don’t you worry,” Surya said. “There is one 
special place on earth where I have been worshipped 
for thousands of years. Even my dear son, King 
Karna, stayed there and distributed daily at midday 
everything and anything people asked of him. I used 
to stand in the middle of the sky as the witness. You 
shall go to this sacred place where you can continue 
to be in my service. Go and tell the children of Bal 
Yoga Mitra Mandal stories about me and bring some 
happiness and laughter into their lives.” 

Little Miss Sun Horse followed Surya Deva’s 
instruction to the letter. It was at Ganga Darshan 
ashram in Munger that I first met her, the place 
Surya Deva had described. There she told us children 
of Bal Yoga Mitra Mandal about Surya Deva’s glory 
from morning to dawn and played wholeheartedly 
with us. Some of us were pulling our friends across 
the lawn seated on flat card board boxes that served 
as chariots. It was great fun,” Garima laughed. 

“Little Miss Sun Horse is very close to us, we all 
love her dearly,” Garima continued with a voice 
full of love. “However, we didn’t know how to call 
her. There were many suggestions, yet we could not 
make up our minds. Also, all children wanted her to 
stay with them at their place. Finally, we agreed that 
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Little Miss Sun Horse would stay alternately with 
one of us BYMM children for the duration of three 
months. The lucky caretaker-child was allowed to add 
something to the existing name. When Little Miss 
Sun Horse came to me she was called Little Miss Sun. 
I added ‘Horse’ to her name which makes her now 
Little Miss Sun Horse.” Garima’s eyes shone brightly. 

Carefully she put her into the pocket of her red 
track suit from where Little Miss Sun Horse had 
fallen out the day before. Hanuman remembered 
with how much care and how quickly Garima had 
picked her up and how gently she had wiped off the 
dirt. “Because we all want to be treated with respect,” 
Hanuman mumbled to himself. These were the words 
Little Miss Sun Horse had used. 

“What?” Garima asked, but Hanuman seemed to 
be far away in his thoughts. Garima looked at her 
watch. “I’m running late. We shall meet again when 
the next full moon rises. Looking forward to seeing 
you soon,” she said cheerfully, turned around and left. 

Hanuman was all alone now. He thought about the 
sadhana that Garima had shared with him. He was 
convinced that Surya himself had sent this girl along 
with Little Miss Sun Horse to offer him insight into 
his wisdom. Hanuman's heart felt extremely light and 


42 


happy. He decided to get up at the time of sunrise 
every day, take the sankalpa, the positive resolution 
for the Gayatri mantra, and then chant the Gayatri 
mantra eleven times. After that he wanted to practise 
surya namaskara for any number of rounds and then 
nadi shodhana for about ten minutes. Yes, he wanted 
to do that! Hanuman was full of good intentions. 

So he got up every day along with the first rays of 
the sun. Sometimes it was difficult to open the eyes, 
because it was still cold, or because Hanuman was still 
tired and wanted to sleep in. However, every morning 
he remembered and visualized the beauty of the sun 
before opening his eyes. This loving connection gave 
him energy to sit up and, even in a drowsy state, 
repeat the sankalpa and chant the Gayatri mantra, 
the mantra of the sun. 

With time, Hanuman knew the sequence of surya 
namaskara by heart and the movements became 
smoother and the practice slower. He started to 
enjoy saluting the sun and increased the number of 
rounds to twelve. Sometimes lake Apas accompanied 
him by chanting the twelve surya mantras with her 
clear voice. Each mantra was chanted for the twelve 
postures of surya namaskara. Apas even shared the 
meaning of the mantras with Hanuman: 


Om Mitraya Namaha, 
salutations to the friend of all. 
Om Ravaye Namaha, 
salutations to the shining one. 
Om Suryaya Namaha, 
salutations to he who induces activity. 
Om Bhanave Namaha, 
salutations to he who illumines. 
Om Khagaya Namaha, salutations to he 
who moves quickly in the sky. 
Om Pushne Namaha, 
salutations to the giver of strength. 
Om Hiranya Garbhaya Namaha, 
salutations to the golden, cosmic self. 
Om Marichaye Namaha, 
salutations to the Lord of the dawn. 
Om Adityaya Namaha, salutations to the 
son of Aditi, the cosmic Mother. 
Om Savitre Namaha, 
salutations to the Lord of Creation. 
Om Arkaya Namaha, 
salutations to he who is fit to be praised. 
Om Bhaskaraya Namaha, salutations to he 
who leads to enlightenment. 


During the practice of nadi shodhana, Hanuman 
started to see a bright point of light at the eyebrow 
centre. He imagined it to be half sun and half moon. 
Sun and moon were offering him the experience of 
balance. With practice Hanuman’s breath slowed 
down and he could increase the number of rounds 
to eleven. Even during his normal daily activities 
Hanuman observed his breath and made it slow and 
deep. It made him feel more relaxed and balanced. 
During the day he played or chatted with his friend 
Apas. He also collected rubbish along the shores of 
the lake, and Apas was more than pleased with him. 

"I can finally breathe again. Thank you, my 
friend," Apas inhaled deeply. "It looks like your sun 
sadhana has done only good to you: your personal 
capacity and ability of following a routine and a 
discipline have increased. However, what really 
counts is that you have been practising with increased 
awareness. This is the key to all rooms hidden in the 
dark. Once these rooms are opened with awareness, 
pure sunlight will flood and illumine them. You have 
done well so far." 

Hanuman's cheeks turned pink and he couldn't 
suppress a smile. His eyes shone. Twenty-nine 
days had passed. Hanuman thought full of pride, 
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“Tomorrow, Garima will come again. I shall surprise 
her with what I can do. She will be amazed." 


Duty 

That night the full moon rose with full splendour 
in the night sky. Hanuman hardly slept, he couldn't 
wait to see the sunrise when Garima would come and 
join him. However, tomorrow came, the sun rose and 
Hanuman still waited for Garima to appear. Slightly 
delayed and with a disturbed mind, he finally started 
his sadhana without her. Hours passed and Hanuman 
felt disappointed. Where was she? Why didn't she 
turn up as she had promised? Had he made a mistake 
in counting the days?" A river of questions and 
doubts flooded Hanuman's mind. 

"Let's go, come on," Garima laughed and pulled 
Hanuman's arm. She took him by surprise as he had 
not heard her approach. "Where are you coming 
from?" Hanuman asked perplex, as it was actually she 
who had surprised him, he thought slightly annoyed. 

“Come, we are running late. Come on!” she called 
out by taking big steps towards the forest. Hanuman 
had no choice but to jump and keep up with her. 
"Where are we going?" he asked out of breath. 
"Duty" Garima replied and increased her speed. 


Hanuman had difficulty following the path through 
the dense forest that Garima had chosen, randomly 
as it seemed. Climbing a hill, he gasped and wanted 
to complain to Garima when he stepped out into 
a small clearing. The words failed him when with 
wide open eyes he recognized his friend, Wise Old 
Tjikko, and more people dressed in orange clothes 
with shaved heads, laughing, chopping wood and 
carrying away Old Tjikko's branches. Hanuman 
watched the scene grinding his teeth. However, what 
surprised him most was that Garima was also picking 
up branches, laughing and singing with these people 
whom she obviously knew. 

Hanuman had enough. From the day they first 
met, there had been too many mysteries around this 
girl. He marched over to Garima and demanded, 
“Garima, who are these people who are taking away 
Wise Old Tjikko’s branches? Why do you support 
them? And how come you know so many things?" 
Hanuman asked quite at a loss. "And don't run away 
now and disappear again. I really want to know,” he 
said emphatically. 

"I'm sorry I came late today, my duty took a little 
longer,” Garima excused herself. Giggling she said, 
“T myself don’t know much.” More seriously she 
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added, “However, I know the master of knowledge 
and applied understanding. He is my Guru. He 
taught me everything I’ve been telling you and 
everything I’ve been teaching you.” 

Hanuman looked straight into Garima’s eyes 
that had taken on a mysterious glow. “Who is your 
master? Shani? I heard he pushes one further in 
life, out of old conditionings and perspectives. This 
would be similar to what you’ve been talking about, 
isn’t it? Or is Yama himself your Guru?” Hanuman 
asked excitedly. Garima laughed. “No,” she said, 
“neither of them. However, you might have heard of 
Shani’s and Yama’s sister Yamuna, Surya Deva’s only 
daughter. She is very close to my Guru’s mother.” 
After a moment of pindrop silence, she added with 
a voice full of awe, “My Guru is Ganga Ma’s child. 
And these people,” she pointed to the orange crowd, 
“They support his sadhana.” 

“What sadhana is that?” Hanuman wanted to 
know. Garima, instead of answering, started again to 
pick up branches. Hanuman remained quiet. He was 
staring at Wise Old Tjikko. Hadn't his friend Tjikko 
talked about someone who apparently understood 
and was even master over the dark side? “Yes,” it 
dawned on him. Wise Old Tjıkko had told him he 
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was offering his branches to this person with joy, 
Hanuman remembered clearly. Was it possible that 
Garima and Old Ijikko were talking of the same 
person? 

Hanuman jumped in front of Garima. “Can you 
bring me to your Guru? I have done the sadhana you 
have shown me every day and happily. However, still 
I’m far from being one with Surya Deva. And the dark 
side that you consider to be sooo important to look 
at is still a mystery to me. I must learn and discover 
more,” he said with determination in his voice. “I 
would love to meet your Guru, please,” he begged. 

Garima hesitated for a moment, but then she said, 
“So come with me, you can help me carry branches 
and do my duty at my Guru’s ashram.” 

Again she used this word ‘duty’, the meaning 
of which Hanuman didn’t know. He didn’t ask. He 
was wise enough to keep quiet and follow this truly 
special girl who walked towards her Guru’s ashram. 
Hanuman could have embraced the whole world. 
An unknown happiness emerged from his heart and 
a strong certainty overcame him that now life would 
take a turn into a meaningful direction. With a clear 
mind and a heart full of joy he walked behind Garima 
in happy anticipation. 
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Write down the teachings you came across in this chapter. 
Draw or paint the episode that you liked most. 


3 


A Month of Sadhana 
and Tapasya 
The experience of the transcendental, 
luminous dimension of the sun 


Garima opened the gate to the Akhara, Swamiji’s 
place at Ganga Darshan. Hanuman felt the positive 
vibration around him and followed Garima quietly. 
Garima whispered, “Today is Makar Sankranti, the 
day the sun commences its northward journey. It’s 
considered to be auspicious to start any sadhana. 
It is Swamiji’s first day of tapasya, that’s why we 
are very busy,” she explained. When they reached 
Swamiji’s sadhana place, Garima immediately put 
pieces of wood into a basket that was placed next to 
him. Hanuman watched her simple and composed 
movements. She looked busy but always calm. 
Swamiji was sitting with eyes closed surrounded by 
four fires. 


49 


First duty 

Suddenly Swamiji said without opening his eyes, 
“Garima, you should go for chanting now. Your 
friend can do your duty.” Hanuman looked askance 
at Garima. “Sure, Swamiji,” Garima replied and 
put two pieces of wood into Hanuman’s hands. 
Quickly she left the place leaving Hanuman alone. 
Carefully he filled the basket with wood. He had 
the impression his movements were clumsy and 
far too controlled, not at all natural and relaxed 
like Garima’s. Hanuman remembered his breath 
and began to take deep and slow inhalations and 
exhalations, which made him feel better and more 
at ease. 

Swamiji opened his eyes and said in a friendly, 
low voice, “Could you please pass me the big bowl 
of samagri?” “What is samagri?” Hanuman asked. 
Swamiji pointed to a bowl close by. “Samagri is a 
mixture of over eighty different sacred herbs. It is 
used to feed the fire. The flames devour happily even 
ghee, clarified butter, as you can see.” With these 
words Swamiji poured a little bit of ghee into the fire 
and the flames started to dance excitedly. 

“Oh,” Hanuman stepped back. “Why are you 
constantly feeding the fires? Are they so hungry?” 
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Hanuman wondered. Swamiji smiled. “Yes indeed,” 
he nodded. “They are constantly hungry, because 
they are constantly working.” “What is their job?” 
Hanuman wanted to know. “They provide warmth 
and heat, even intense heat, which they offer to 
me as the basis for my sadhana.” Hanuman was all 
attention. “What sadhana is that?” “The sadhana is 
called panchagni," Swamiji explained. "It involves 
performing japa, mantra repetition, and meditation 
while sitting in between four fires with the fifth 
blazing down from the sky, the sun. This sadhana is 
prescribed for paramahamsa sannyasins and it is said 
that only those who can control the inner fires can 
tolerate the heat from the outer fires. I am trying. 
Wish me luck. If I succeed, it will be your success 
too." Swamiji smiled and gently closed his eyes. He 
made some lip movements and Hanuman could 
only guess that he must be repeating some sacred 
mantras. For many hours, Hanuman kept putting 
pieces of wood into Swamiji’s basket. Finally, Garima 
returned and waved to him. As silently as possible 
Hanuman stepped out of the Akhara, a very special 
place as he could feel. 

“I want to do panchagni," he exclaimed. Garima 
laughed out loudly. “You are crazy!” she giggled. 
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“Panchagni is the highest sadhana in Saurya Tantra. 
You won't be able to survive it! The temperature in 
winter goes up to 60 degrees and in summer up to 
80 degrees. Do you think this is comfortable and 
relaxing for the body? Dehydration takes place, 
you can have a heart attack or heart failure. You 
are inhaling carbon monoxide all the time, you can 
faint and fall into one of the fires on your left, right, 
front or back at any time. That is the intensity of the 
sadhana,” she said emphatically. 

Hanuman ignored Garima’s lecture. He was 
full of inspiration. Many questions were flooding 
his mind. “Where is your Guru from?” Hanuman 
asked. Garima paused, not understanding the 
change in Hanuman’s thinking process. “What do 
you mean?” she wondered. “Your Guru looks as if 
he came down directly from Mount Kailash. His skin 
is totally white.” Hanuman explained in a serious 
way. Garima had to laugh out loud. “His skin is 
not white, that is the colour of the bhasma which 
protects his skin from the heat. I’m serious,” she 
added shaking her head, “you better forget about 
doing panchagni.” 
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Gasping for life 

Hanuman did not forget. He jumped home light- 
footed, and when he reached lake Apas, he shouted 
excitedly, “Apasji, Pm going to do panchagni!” 
Apas who had been waving from side to side in a 
harmonious way trembled so much that the surface 
of the lake turned into small waves. “Are you sure?” 
she asked. “Yes, of course,” Hanuman replied. “Are 
you really sure that you want to do panchagni?” Apas 
repeated her question. “Yes, I think so,” Hanuman 
said shrugging his shoulders. “Are you one hundred 
percent sure that you want to do panchagni? Do you 
need to do it?” Apas insisted. 

Hanuman was annoyed. “What do you mean ‘if I 
really want it’? And yes, I need to do it if I ever want 
to reach Surya Deva. I really don’t understand what 
your questions are all about.” “Come in, I will show 
you what I mean.” Hanuman hesitated. What was 
Apas up to? "Okay, Pm coming!” 

Slowly and with heightened awareness he entered 
the water. Nothing happened. After a while Hanuman 
felt safe. With a provoking voice he shouted, “Do you 
want to show me now what you mean or do I have to 
wait till tomorrow?" At that moment, a massive wave 
started to roll relentlessly and at enormous speed 
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towards Hanuman. Hanuman jumped back, yet it 
was too late. The wave broke, pushed him under 
water and dragged him along the floor of the lake 
for quite a distance. Hanuman tried desperately to 
reach the surface of the lake. However, the wave was 
stronger and did not let him escape out of its tight 
grip. Hanuman struggled and finally managed to 
reach the surface of the lake. He was gasping for air. 
“You are crazy! You almost killed me!” He shouted 
angrily, trying to reach the shore. 

Apas replied calmly, “Only if you do the sadhana 
of panchagni with the same intensity that you have 
for living your life, you are worthy to try and might 
be successful.” Hanuman had finally reached the 
shore. Completely out of breath he pulled himself 
out of the water. “Apas, you are crazy,” Hanuman 
repeated and collapsed on the warm sand where he 
remained motionless. Totally exhausted he fell into 
a deep, dreamless sleep. 

Early next morning Hanuman felt the bruises 
from his underwater adventure. His whole body 
was hurting. He felt as if he had been running a 
marathon. “That was Apas pushing me to the bottom 
of the lake,” he thought with anger. Nevertheless, 
and now even in spite of it, he quickly jumped to the 
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ashram and over the protecting wall directly into the 
Akhara. 


First attempt 

Everything was still and quiet. Hanuman discovered 
a hidden place, covered on three sides with green 
cloth. There he found to his delight four pits that 
could be used to make fires. In the centre there was 
a little platform on which he could sit and start his 
own panchagni. “They will be really surprised,” he 
thought. “I will be successful in this sadhana. I will 
reach the sun and it will be my attainment. Let them 
just wait and see.” 

Hanuman had watched Swamiji carefully the 
day before. He knew perfectly well how to light the 
four fires and how to keep them alive. Hanuman sat 
for a little while, and at the beginning the flames 
were warming his body in a pleasant way. However, 
the smoke was almost unbearable. Hanuman’s 
eyes started to be irritated and tears flowed. His 
thoughts jumped around wildly: his mind had caught 
fire! Hanuman was restless, moved his body, and 
scratched himself, got up only to sit down again. 
After some time Hanuman jumped out of his hiding 
place coughing and gasping for air. 
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Who stood there right in front of him? It was 
Swamiji. Good morning Hanuman,” Swamiji said 
joyfully. “What a wonderful Saturday morning it is 
today.” Hanuman huffed, puffed and rubbed his 
eyes. He could only keep his balance on all fours. 
“How are you, my friend? Need a glass of water?” 
Swamiji asked smilingly. 

Hanuman looked down to the floor with shame. 
“Swamiji, I want to do panchagni, but the flames are 
so strong,” he mumbled. Swamjji still smiled, “Man 
proposes, God disposes. If the mind is disturbed, 
dissipated and jumps around like a wild monkey, 
there is no way you can sit between the fires for 
eight hours for months together.” He looked at his 
watch. “You’ve been sitting for almost one hour.” 
Both of them were quiet. “Go and take a bath. It will 
cool your body. You look as if you had jumped into 
a sea of red kumkum powder!” Swamiji said. Only 
now Hanuman saw that his fur had burnt and his 
skin must have had too much sun and heat as it had 
turned red, from head to toe. 

“You know,” Swamiji said, “there is a difference 
between healthy willpower and over-confidence. 
Think about it,” he invited Hanuman. “And chant 
Aditya Hridayam Stotram three times at the time of 
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sunrise. It will cool down your mind,” Swamiji added 
while he guided Hanuman to the gate. 

“Yes, Swamiji,” Hanuman mumbled humbly and 
left the ashram with drooping shoulders. When he 
reached the lake, Apas had already expected him. 
“Come in, my friend. My waters shall treat your sore 
skin.” “Thank you,” Hanuman said and cried. “I’m 
sorry, Apas. I’ve been a fool. Thank you for your 
support.” Apas said softly, “Don’t waste your precious 
water reserves, my friend. Safe your tears for another 
time. Have some of my water.” Hanuman started to 
drink thirstily. With every sip of pure water, he started 
to feel more alive, clear and energized. Relieved 
Hanuman sank on his back and let Apas carry and 
treat his body effortlessly for the rest of the day. 

Next morning Hanuman chanted Aditya Hridayam 
three times at sunrise as advised by Swamiji. 


Rama rama mahabaho srnu guhyam sanatanam. 
Yena sarvanarin vatsa samare vijayisyase. 


Adityahrdayam punyam sarvasatruvinasanam. 
Jayavaham japam nityamaksayam paramam sivam. 


Sarvamangala-mangalyam sarvapapapranasanam. 
Chintasoka-prasamanamayurvardhanamuttamam. 


Rasmimantam samudyantam devasuranamaskrtam. 
Pujayasva vivasvantam bhaskaram bhuvanesvaram. 


Sarvadevatmako hyesa tejasvi rasmibhavanah. 
Esa devasuraganan lokan pati gabhastibhih. 


Esa brahma cha visnuscha sivah skandah prajapatih. 


Mahendro dhanadah kalo yamah somo hyapam patih. 


Pitaro vasavah sadhya asvinau maruto manuh. 
Vayurvahnih prajaprana rtukarta prabhakarah. 


Adityah savita suryah khagah pusa gabhastiman. 
Suvarnasadrso bhanurhiranyareta divakarah. 
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Haridasvah sahasrarchih saptasaptirmarichiman. 
Timironmathanah sambhustvasta marttanda amsuman. 


Hiranyagarbhah sisirastapano bhaskaro ravih. 
Agnigarbho’diteh putrah sankhah sisiranasanah. 


Vyomanathastamobhedi rgyajussamaparagah. 
Ghanavrstirapam mitro vindhyavithiplavangamah. 


Atapi mandali mrtyuh pingalah sarvatapanah. 
Kavirvisvo mahateja raktah sarvabhavodbhavah. 


Naksatragrahataranamadhipo visvabhavanah. 
Tejasamapi tejasvi dvadasatmannamo'stute. 


Namah purvaya giraye paschimayadraye namah. 
Jyotirgananam pataye dinadhipataye namah. 


Jayaya jayabhadraya haryasvaya namo namah. 
Namo namah sahasramso adityaya namo namah. 


Namah ugraya viraya sarangaya namo namah. 


Namah padmaprabodhaya marttandaya namo namah. 
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Brahmesanachyutesaya suryayadityavarchase. 
Bhasvate sarvabhaksaya raudraya vapuse namah. 


Tamoghnaya himaghnaya satrughnayamitatmane. 
Krtaghnaghnaya devaya jyotisam pataye namah. 


Taptachamikarabhaya vahnaye visvakarmane. 
Namastamo’bhinighnaya ruchaye lokasaksine. 


Nasayatyesa vai bhutam tadeva srjati prabhuh. 
Payatyesa tapatyesa varsatyesa gabhastibhih. 


Esa suptesu jagartti bhutesu parinisthitah. 
Esa evagnihotram cha phalam chaivagnihotrinam. 


Devascha kratavaschaiva kratunam phalameva cha. 
Yani krtyani lokesu sarva esa ravih prabhuh. 


Enamapatsu krchchhresu kantaresu bhayesu cha. 
Kirtayan purusah kaschinnavasidati raghava. 


Pujayasvainamekagro devadevam jagatpatim. 
Etat trigunitam japtva yuddhesu vijayisyasi. 


While chanting he felt the subtle positive vibration 
spreading within his body. When he had finished, 
Hanuman wanted to return to the ashram instantly, 
however Apas didn’t allow him to go. She wanted his 
skin to heal completely before his next adventure. 
Every morning Hanuman chanted the Aditya 
Hridayam, the stotram of the sun’s heart. “This chant 
removes all sorrows, suffering and fear. By praising 
the sun one will be able to overcome all problems. 
Positivity, courage and strength will be victorious,” 
lake Apas had told him about the sacred verses. 


Preparation 

Almost a week had passed since Hanuman had started 
to chant the healing stotram. He had the impression 
that his thoughts and perceptions had changed and 
that his mind had cooled down as Swamiji had told 
him it would. He felt happy and balanced. 

Usually after chanting he sat quietly for a moment 
with body, breath and mind unmoving, just feeling 
the subtle vibration within his body. Hanuman 
opened his eyes slowly and gently. He was sitting 
at the shore of lake Apas and began to watch her 
movements. Hanuman remembered the wave of 
water that had overpowered him so easily. He also 


remembered the unbelievable intensity of the four 
blazing fires, including the sun as the fifth one above, 
that had been so much stronger than him. 

Hanuman got up and walked waist deep into the 
water. His upper body was exposed to the sun; his 
lower part was surrounded by water. Half water, half 
fire, total balance. Hanuman looked up to Surya 
Deva and offered him from his hands the pure water 
of Lake Apas. Hanuman thought, ‘In order to keep 
balance while dealing with fire, I will need to cultivate 
the awareness of water’. 

“So, this is your realization,” Swamiji remarked 
when Hanuman told him about his insight the 
following weekend. They were standing in the Akhara 
next to a big pond in the shape of a lotus and filled 
with water. The water was not moving and one could 
see the unbroken image of passing clouds on its 
surface. Swamiji pointed at the pond. “Only when 
the water is absolutely still, it is possible to cross the 
water from material to spiritual and back.” 

Hanuman didn’t fully understand. “Spiritual and 
material go hand in hand while being counterparts at 
the same time,” he thought to himself. Hanuman had 
begun to experience the meaning and importance 
of opposites like fire and water, sun and moon. 
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Opposites have to coexist to create balance necessary 
for everything in life. Even if he didn’t grasp the full 
meaning of what Swamiji had said, he decided not 
to ask for more explanations at the moment. Maybe 
the full meaning of the play of the two opposite 
qualities, the material and the spiritual, would reveal 
itself to him in the course of time. “Possibly during 
my own panchagni,” Hanuman dared to think. He 
gathered all his courage and said, “Swamiji, I want to 
do panchagni. I know I can do it. I want to become 
more aware of my hidden aspects, and I want to reach 
the sun, this is the only thing I want to do. Please, 
help me to reach the sun.” 

Swamiji was quiet for a moment. Then he said, 
“In other words: you want to use yajna to overcome 
your animal nature and to connect with the higher 
awareness. It’s a good idea, this is indeed our need.” 
Hearing Swamiji's words Hanuman stood up full of 
confidence. He thought he had already convinced 
Swamiji that he would be successful in the sadhana 
of panchagni. Victory assured, he smiled. 

“And when you’ve reached the sun, then what?” 
Swamiji asked with a big grin on his face. “Then you 
will sit idly taking sunbath every day and enjoy your 
personal success or what?” 


Now it was Hanuman who remained quiet. He had 
not been thinking that far. What would he do after 
his success? 

“If you really want to do panchagni, you need to 
understand one thing in particular,” Swamiji said. 
“Panchagni is never done for personal gain, nor to 
acquire siddhis or attainments. It is always for the 
upliftment of others, for the wellbeing of everyone. 
So if you want to reach the sun, your prayer should 
be the following: ‘Please Surya Deva, let us be one, 
let your brilliance spread through me into the world 
which is surrounded by darkness. Let your light flow 
through me so that I may become a channel of your 
love, peace and luminosity’.” 

Swamiji continued, “Also, if you want to attain 
something, panchagni or anything else, you need to 
develop five qualities. If you can do so your sankalpa, 
your positive resolution, will be fruitful.” “What are 
these five qualities?” Hanuman asked curiously. 

“The first one is strong belief. Then, there needs 
to be faith. You need to believe in what you are 
doing and steadfast devotion in that to be successful. 
Next is intensity of feeling along with detachment. 
Objectivity is needed to finish what you have started 
till the end, and not leave it half way and half done. 
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You will only achieve this if you give your full effort. 
Your own effort is the most important quality in 
life. If you don’t make an effort, you will begin to 
stagnate. Effort is also the connection with the fourth 
quality, freshness. Take your father Vayu: he never 
stays in one place hence the air is always fresh. It is 
necessary to make the effort to constantly experience 
this freshness in the mind, to be joyful, full of hope, 
develop new ideas and aspirations and remain ever 
inspired. The fifth quality will connect you with 
Surya Deva himself. The sun is prana. With Surya’s 
grace you receive vitality and pure energy in your 
life. 

After hearing all of this, do you still want to 
do panchagni?” Swamiji asked, looking straight 
at Hanuman. “There is also a difference between 
faith and over-confidence, remember that,” Swamiji 
added, still looking at Hanuman. 

Hanuman had listened carefully. He felt slightly 
uncomfortable. Swamiji’s eyes were shining. He 
did not only look at him with one hundred percent 
awareness, but also directly through him, and even 
through time and space. 

When Swamiji’s expression of the eyes had become 
normal, Hanuman replied shyly, “Swamiji, from the 
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bottom of my heart I would love to do panchagni. 
I have faith and trust in you to be my guide on this 
path.” 

“You also need to have faith and trust in yourself 
and your abilities. No over-confidence, no under- 
confidence. The key to develop faith is to grow 
in healthy willpower. Only pure faith and trust in 
yourself along with faith and trust into your source 
of inspiration will prepare the ground to embark on 
the path of panchagni.” 

Hanuman said with a voice full of hope, “I 
promise to give my best in developing faith and 
trust. Will you help me to develop faith and trust and 
connect with the other qualities you have mentioned. 
Will you guide me to do panchagni?” 

Swamiji was moved by Hanuman’s heartfelt 
wish and recognized his pure nature. He guided 
Hanuman to the second panchagni place at Akhara, 
where Hanuman had already tried to sit between 
the fires. “Okay, I shall guide you in the sadhana of 
panchagni,” Swamiji said. Hanuman’s heart took 
a leap and his eyes shone brighter than the sun. 
Overjoyed he said, “Thank you!” 


Lesson of the first fire 

With the help of sannyasins, the sadhana place was 
set up properly. The next day early in the morning, 
Hanuman finally sat down in the middle of four fire 
pits or kunds. Swamiji peaked behind the green walls 
of cloth. “All good?” he asked. Hanuman nodded. 

“Seeing you sitting here reminds me of a story of 
a little boy, who sat for three days and nights in front 
of Yamaraja’s gate, waiting to meet him,” Swamiji 
said. “While waiting the boy underwent special 
experiences. In the first night, he was capable of 
transcending the external world. In the second night, 
he was able to transcend self-awareness. And in the 
third night, he became established in a higher reality. 
‘Try to live up to the boy’s experiences if you can,” 
Swamiji advised. 

Hanuman listened carefully but didn’t understand 
a word. “Swamiji, how can I reach these different 
states of consciousness? What do I have to do? Please 
tell me,” Hanuman begged. 

Swamiji smiled at Hanuman. “Take it easy. Relax. 
Go step by step. First you will light only one fire. See 
what it wants you to know. Try to understand it. You 
will light one fire after the other, following the same 
process. Observe and let go. Ultimately, you shall rise 
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above all the fires. This is the sadhana of panchagni. 
Good luck!” Swamiji still smiled and walked away 
peacefully. 

Hanuman was on his own. Swamiji had agreed 
to guide him for one month in the sadhana of 
panchagni. This was Hanuman’s first day. His heart 
was pumping hard, he was nervous. Swamiji had 
told him to relax. When he was lying on lake Apas, 
while opening himself to the sun’s and moon’s 
shakti, Hanuman had already experienced that 
relaxation was necessary to concentrate and to 
develop unbroken awareness. 

Suddenly, he felt the weight of some light, gentle 
cover around his shoulders and upper body. He 
moved his arms and turned around bewildered. 
Swamy had returned unnoticed. “I have the feeling 
there is something around my body. However, I can’t 
see anything,” Hanuman said. “This is the invisible 
coat of protection. Many protective forces live in it. 
They will protect you during the sadhana. Keep the 
coat on until the end of the panchagni sadhana. Ill 
see you later,” Swamiji waved and left. 

Hanuman took a few long and deep breaths. The 
coat of protection felt good and he was confident to 
start. So the first step was to connect to the first fire. 
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Hanuman lit the fire in front of him. Immediately, 
the fire flared up. Hanuman fed it and looked after 
its needs with full attention. The flames of the 
fire reached out in all directions. It seemed to be 
impossible to satisfy them. Whenever Hanuman 
fed them, they seemed to demand more and more. 
Hanuman continued throwing many handfuls of 
samagri into the flames while he was looking straight 
into the fire, fixing his whole awareness on it. 

Hanuman could see a scene emerging from within 
the fire. The main actor was he, Hanuman. He 
watched himself collecting nuts. He knew he could 
have stopped after ten pieces, which would have been 
more than enough to still his hunger. However, he 
watched himself accumulating more and more. Maybe 
one hundred times more than he could have eaten. 
Carefully, not to drop a single nut, the scene showed 
him how he was hiding a big basket full of nuts under 
a bush. He had wanted to keep the nuts out of sight 
because he did not want to share his treasure with the 
two little squirrels who had been around. 

Hanuman didn’t really want to revisit his behaviour 
which the fire confronted him with. However, the 
scene emerged with full intensity in front of his eyes. 
Without mercy he had to experience all his hidden 
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thoughts, feelings, sensations and actions again. 
Hanuman could feel his heart contracting. How 
could he have possibly hidden the abundance of nuts 
when the squirrels really needed them to survive the 
long winter? Hanuman wondered with shame. 

The heat of this single fire became unbearable. 
Hanuman didn’t want to be reminded of this incident. 
However, Swamiji had told him, he would need to try 
and understand what the fire wanted him to know. So 
he forced himself to watch the scene in detail once 
again. This time he managed to look at the episode 
with inner distance, as if he was sitting in a chair watch- 
ing a movie. While witnessing the scene from his chair 
with full awareness it seemed to drop away from him. 

‘Just as lake Apas had said’, Hanuman thought, 
‘awareness is the key that will open the doors to the 
dark rooms within, and it will allow pure sunlight to 
flood them’. 

Hanuman’s mind became blank, peaceful and 
full of light. His heart expanded while taking a deep 
breath in. He had to start coughing intensely because 
of the smoke that had entered his lungs. The whole 
scene seen in the fire had disappeared. Hanuman 
could only see flames dancing in front of him. Still 
coughing he got up and left the fire place. 
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He felt physically quite exhausted, yet mentally 
relieved and free. When Swamiji met him in the late 
afternoon, Hanuman told him what had occurred 
to him. Swamiji listened attentively. “What do you 
think the sun consumes?” Swamiji asked. Hanuman 
shrugged his shoulders. “Everything, I guess.” 
“True,” Swamiji admitted. “However, Surya Deva 
doesn’t devour anything for himself, for his own 
gain. There is always a purpose behind it: to make it 
pure. So if you want to understand Surya, you need 
to realize that on the one hand, he eats everything, 
on the other hand, he is the master of giving. 
Whatever he consumes, he offers as pure light 
through his sunrays to the whole universe. Whatever 
comes to Surya, he gives back transformed and 
purified. This is Surya Deva’s nature.” Hanuman 
was quiet taking in every single word that Swamiji 
spoke. 

“So whatever Surya takes he gives back in purified 
form a thousand times to his surroundings?” 
Hanuman asked. “Something like that,” Swamiji 
nodded. “So if I want to live up to Surya’s nature, 
I will need to give about one million nuts of the 
best quality to the squirrels!” Hanuman mumbled 
with eyes wide open. “You better think twice before 


you take more than you need next time,” Swamiji 
laughed. “Tomorrow, you will light two fires,” he 
instructed and left Hanuman alone. 


Fire and water 
The next day, Hanuman placed himself in the midst 
of the four pits. He lit the fire in front of him like 
the day before and remained still for a moment. 
Which fire to light next? Which one wanted to be 
lit? At that moment something landed with a dull 
noise in the fire pit behind him. Startled Hanuman 
turned around. He saw a small red plastic ball stuck 
in between two big wooden logs. Hanuman felt 
annoyed. Who was throwing balls around that early 
in the morning? He picked up the ball and threw it as 
far as he could and took the incident as a sign to light 
the fire behind him. However, he still felt irritated 
and had difficulty to concentrate. “What do you want 
to tell me?” he asked the fire behind him which was 
lit now. There was no answer. Hanuman waited for 
some time, yet the fire seemed to ignore him. Upset 
he mentally shouted at the fire, “Tell me what you 
want now, I don’t have time forever!” 

He felt a massive wave emerge and rise along his 
back. Even Hanuman’s coat of protection seemed 


to shiver. Relentlessly the wave was expanding. 
Hanuman was helpless. When the wave reached its 
peak it smashed Hanuman with tremendous force 
to the ground. The wave dragged him along the 
floor like a little doll. When the wave had subsided, 
Hanuman felt very small and could not understand 
where this huge wave had come from. For many 
hours he pondered what it was that the fire wanted 
him to know by confronting him with such a massive 
wave. 

Suddenly he knew. What he had experienced was 
the incident when lake Apas had pushed him under 
water and kept him down at the bottom of the lake 
for a long time. He had thought he would die. Just a 
moment ago, while reliving this experience, he had 
been unable to be the witness. The wave had fully 
overpowered him — once again. 

Hanuman could feel the intensity of the two 
fires, one in front of him and one at his back. The 
memory had brought up a fire within him that he 
couldn’t regulate. The flames rose and took control. 
Hanuman thought the fire would burn him to ashes 
and he felt there was no escape. Even his coat of 
protection seemed to melt under the heat. What 
could he do? Hanuman remembered Swamiji’s 
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words, “You need to rise above the fire.” Yes, he 
definitely wanted to rise above the raging fire and 
the huge wave in order to gain control over them. 
But how could he possibly achieve this? 

Hanuman remembered that he needed to become 
aware of water in order to be able to sit between the 
fires. ‘I’ve become quite aware of water. The power 
of the wave almost destroyed me,’ he thought upset. 
‘But then,’ his inner dialogue continued, ‘if the fire 
is raging within me, the opposite power will show the 
same intensity. I need to calm the water in order to 
sit within the fires with ease.’ 

Hanuman directed the awareness to his heart 
centre. He remembered that lake Apas had told him 
to experience it as the spring of his life. He visual- 
ized a spring with fresh pure water emerging from his 
heart and spreading lightly and joyfully through his 
whole body. Whatever body part the water reached, 
Hanuman felt refreshed and renewed. Slowly, his 
whole body and mind started to feel cool and calm. 
The big raging fire within him had reduced itself to 
the size of one steady flame burning peacefully at 
Hanuman’s eyebrow centre. Fire and water seemed 
to be balanced and under control. Hanuman sighed 
relieved that all was well. 
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This experience had entered every cell of his 
body. He told Swamiji who had come to enquire 
about the experiences of the day. Swamiji listened 
and explained, “In the evolution of the tattwas, the 
elements, out of agni or fire apas or water is born. 
Both need to be understood. Raging fire within is 
indeed overpowering. Before we can think and let 
reason decide upon our action, the fire is already 
rampant, or in other words: the wave of water is 
rising high into the sky without control. Both, raging 


fire and the power of water, cannot be stopped easily. 
Once they overpower us, they can destroy a lot in an 
instant, and make us feel sorry afterwards.” Hanuman 
knew exactly what Swamiji was talking about. After 
throwing the red little ball as far as he could in his 
anger, he had heard the sound of glass in the distance. 
The ball must have hit a window. Later on, after his 
anger subsided, this made him feel sorry indeed. 
“By the way, the ball that annoyed you belongs to 
Hari and Aryan, my lovely dogs,” Swamiji continued. 
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“They are the first ones who could live up to the so 
called ‘Niranjan challenge’: they remain happy for 
twenty-four hours. Every morning they play joyfully 
and race after a ball that a sannyasi throws for them. 
The ball must have fallen by accident into your 
sadhana place. No one wanted to irritate you on 
purpose. The annoyance that you experienced, the 
wave of anger, came out of your own inner, unknown 
dark side which got triggered by the ball.” 

Swamiji went on, “In fact, the sadhana of panch- 
agni is meant to get a grip over the mind, to control 
its negativity as well as all other conditions, and 
bypass them. Only then you can start tapasya, which 
leads you to self-purification. This is important if you 
want to become one with Surya Deva. 

Your prayer from now on should be, "Water, please 
clean the mind’. Now you will have an even deeper 
experience of what revealed itself to you earlier and 
that helped you to sit through the experience today: 
you have to develop the qualities of water to deal with 
the fires that are inside.” 

Hanuman thanked Swamiji for his guidance. 
Listening is one thing, however, putting into 
practice? He was determined to try. 
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Mantra comes to help 

The next day, full of good intention, Hanuman 
placed himself in between the four pits. Calm and 
composed he lit the fire in front of him, the fire at 
his back and the fire to his right. He wanted to go a 
step further in his understanding, and this is why he 
chose the direction that indicated a promising future. 

When all three fires were fed and happy, Hanuman 
closed his eyes. His body felt immediately still and 
steady like a tree. Hanuman could experience his legs 
being like roots, reaching deep into Mother Earth, 
offering him a strong and steady base. His upper 
body was the trunk. His arms and head were the 
branches reaching up into the sky, being open and 
sensitive to new insights. 

While Hanuman had the experience of being a 
tree, Wise Old Tjikko came to his mind. How he 
admired his friend! Old Tjıkko had lived through 
ancient times, he knew everything in the world, he 
was wise, his understanding was without limits and 
even his size was enormous. He must have been 
the biggest tree on earth. Tjikko was strong, always 
relaxed and kind. He was a good listener and only 
talked when necessary. His words were connected 
with truth and therefore very inspiring. 


71 


Hanuman didn’t know how it had happened, 
however the roots that had kept him well grounded 
before seemed to have disappeared. He felt like 
floating in the air not knowing what was happening 
to him. Old, wise Tjikko was still on his mind: 
impressive and huge, the old tree seemed to be 
a world above him. Hanuman felt lost and small 
compared to great Tjikko. 

He could feel the fires tickling him, heating him 
from within, and slowly pushing him out of balance. 
The impression of floating in the air continued. The 
wind pushed the flames here and there and didn’t 
allow Hanuman to stay focused and calm. On the 
contrary, he felt the wind was not only pushing the 
flames but even him in unexpected directions. With a 
feeling of discomfort, he pulled the coat of protection 
closer around his body. 

Instead of asking water for purification as advised 
by Swamiji, Hanuman decided to ask Vayu for 
help. After all, Vayu was his father, strict but always 
supportive. He would surely help him out. “Vayu,” he 
called out. “Please help me to get grounded again. I 
feel I'm getting carried away by you.” 

A cool breeze along with a sunray touched 
Hanuman’s forehead. Hanuman inhaled the fresh air 
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deeply and gratefully and remembered the mantra So 
Ham that old Tjikko had been repeating with every 
inhalation and exhalation. “Thank you for your help 
dear Vayu,” Hanuman was overjoyed. 


As soon as Hanuman repeated the mantra So 
Ham with every breath, his awareness went inwards. 
For many more hours Hanuman kept his awareness 
fixed on the mantra So Ham. Towards the end of his 
panchagni time, he could feel his roots again and 
balance had returned. Hanuman was very happy. 

When he was called by Swamiji, Hanuman told 
him his whole experience. Swamiji listened carefully 
and said, “The tree is very much connected with 
heaven and earth. Have you ever thought about the 
connection between heaven and earth? You should 
think about it,” Swamiji inspired him. 

“As to your friend,” he added, “I’m sure he is wise 
and very experienced, no doubt about it. However, 
take the sun as example: the light of Surya Deva shines 
on everyone unconditionally. He expresses uncondi- 
tional love for everybody. You have pointed your little 
torchlight on one close friend only. In addition, you 
put him on a high pedestal.” “Because I’m respecting 
Wise Old Tjikko so much,” Hanuman interrupted. 
“Fair enough,” Swamiji said. “However, by putting your 
respected friend on a pedestal, you create a distance 
that is not necessary and unfortunate. Better to let your 
love and admiration shine on everyone equally. This 
will create a feeling of connection and balance.” 


Swamiji went into the house. Hanuman was left 
alone and he felt tired today, Like a noodle that 
has been cooked too long’, Hanuman thought. He 
remained quiet, waiting for Swamiji to return. 

When Swamiji came back, he asked, “Did you think 
about my question, the connection between heaven 
and earth?” Hanuman straightened his back to help 
him gather his thoughts. In fact, he had forgotten 
about the question. Swamiji didn’t seem to wait for his 
answer anyway. Instead, he answered his question him- 
self. “I’ve already given you the hint earlier that only 
when the water is absolutely still, the glory of heaven 
can be seen and experienced. Then you can cross the 
water from material to spiritual and back as you like. 
That’s the connection between heaven and earth.” 

Hanuman didn’t understand what still water had 
to do with heaven. Also, he had expected Swamiji 
to praise his close connection to Vayu. Instead, he 
highlighted the importance of water again. “But it 
wasn’t water that helped me this time, it was Vayu 
who carried the mantra So Ham to me. Only through 
Vayu’s grace I was able to find harmony again,” 
Hanuman said slightly confused. 

Swamiji smiled, “It was neither due to the grace 
of water nor wind that you remembered the mantra. 
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It was the grace of Surya Deva himself who sent the 
mantra to you through a sunray. So Ham is the bija 
mantra of the Gayatri mantra which is the mantra of 
the sun, as you know.” 

Swamiji got up ready to leave. Hanuman left 
shortly after. He tried to sort his thoughts and 
Swamiji’s hints without much success. He decided to 
relax instead. Soon, he fell into a deep sleep. In his 
dream, he could see Surya Deva who was right next 
to him. Hanuman stretched out his hand in order to 
touch him. However, he did not reach, still not. He 
woke up with a heart full of longing that kept him 
awake the rest of the night. 


Experiencing connection 

Early next morning, he started a new day of panch- 
agni, still with this feeling of longing. The fourth 
and last fire was ready to be lit. Hanuman took a 
few deep breaths in and out. He had a premonition, 
that the next experience could become even more 
challenging. 

Quietly he lit the first fire in front of him, the 
second at his back, the third to his right, and now 
the fourth to his left side. Immediately the fourth fire 
started to burn intensely. Wild flames reached out to 


all sides. Hanuman swallowed. By now he had learnt 
to guide his awareness outwards while looking after 
the needs of the fires, and also to direct the awareness 
inside where he underwent inner experiences. These 
experiences were at the moment mental in nature, 
this is what Swamiji had told him. The fires triggered 
his dark, shadowy side within, the negativity that he 
used to express in life. Hanuman remembered how 
he resisted to discover his dark side, how he had 
been scared to look at it closely. Now he was sitting 
in between four fires. There was no other way but 
to endure the heat, without and within. However, 
Hanuman started to enjoy sitting between the fires. 
At the beginning, he had to endure them, now his 
awareness had changed and he wanted to endure the 
heat that was actually there to help transform his 
dark side and illumine his understanding. 

Instead of fighting his mind, Hanuman allowed 
it to remain with the feeling of longing. As his 
meditation became deeper, the feeling of longing 
carried him back to the time he had spent with the 
ostriches. Hanuman saw himself running with them, 
racing over the sandy ground. It had been difficult 
to run fast in the sand, it demanded a lot of physical 
effort. He had wanted to belong to the tradition of 
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the big birds in order to be able to gain some control 
over his distracted mind. The ostriches were proud 
people, and they were fast. As hard as Hanuman had 
tried, he could not keep up with their impressing 
speed. He had watched them day in and day out. He 
had wanted to run as fast as they did, if not faster. 

Hanuman's heart contracted with the memory. He 
had so much wanted to have what they had at any 
price, however, he didn’t have what they had. They 
were able to run super-fast, he wasn’t. Hanuman’s 
mind went around this feeling that seemed to eat him 
up from within and take him in a downward spiral. 

The flames were rising high, flickering without 
control. The fires were hot and the smoke burnt in 
Hanuman's eyes. He felt like jumping up and leaving 
the place. However, with all strength he used his will- 
power. He wanted to sit through this experience. But 
how? 

Hanuman remembered Swamiji's words. “You 
should pray to water that it may purify your mind. 
Only when the water is still, the glory of heaven can 
be seen and experienced.” He was still caught in the 
memory of running over the huge expanse of desert. 
He tried to pull his mind away from the experience 
of running over hot sand burning for hours in the 


blazing summer sun. Instead, inspired by Swamiji’s 
advice, Hanuman visualized himself standing on a 
lake of still, cool water. Slowly, the fiery energy within 
his veins started to calm down. In his experience, he 
stood totally calm and silent on the cool, still surface 
of a lake. 

Suddenly, the image turned around 180 degrees. 
Instead of standing on the still surface of the water, 
Hanuman’s body had turned upside down. His feet 
were now rooted within white clouds and his arms 
were floating in pure air. Hanuman was laughing. 
Never before had he felt so light and free. 

“Tve understood the connection, I’ve understood 
the connection,” Hanuman shouted excitedly when 
he met Swamiji next. Swamiji looked at him question- 
ing. “The connection between heaven and earth,” 
Hanuman explained proudly. “I understand every- 
thing now. I’ve been to heaven!” 

Swamiji just smiled. “Lucky you,” he mentioned 
and kept on walking in a composed, gentle manner. 
Hanuman tried to catch up with Swamiji and followed 
him with quick steps. He asked, “What do you mean, 
‘lucky you’. I’m not lucky, this is my attainment! I man- 
aged to sit through all conditions of the four fires. I 
even experienced the glory of heaven, here on earth!” 
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Swamiji remained silent. They were walking side 
by side now. After a while Swamiji said, “Fine. So you 
are ready to focus fully on the fifth fire, the one that is 
blazing down on you from above, the sun itself. Surya 
Deva expresses pure truthfulness. In sunlight, there 
can be no darkness, no falsity can hide where there 
is light and knowledge. See what Surya Deva wants 
to let you know.” 

Hanuman was extremely excited. Swamiji said he 
was ready to experience the truth that Surya Deva 
himself would convey to him. He jumped out of the 
Akhara and could hardly wait for a new panchagni 
day to begin. 


Closed doors and gates 

Next morning Hanuman was cheerful. He expected 
to have an amazing day, meeting Surya Deva and 
merging with him straight away. Without much 
awareness, he quickly lit the four fires around him 
and started to concentrate on the sun. He could 
feel its intense heat at the crown of his head. There 
seemed to be a door which was tightly locked and 
fast asleep. Hanuman remembered Garima talking 
about chanting the Gayatri mantra in order to 
open the dormant doors of intelligence. Maybe 


this was the door she was talking about? At least, 
he wanted to give it a try. Hanuman chanted the 
Gayatri mantra aloud 108 times to wake the door, 
however it went on snoring without moving an inch. 
There was no way he could open it. The more he 
tried, the more tense he felt. After having inhaled 
a lot of smoke during the chanting, Hanuman felt 
drowsy. He needed a break. With resistance he 
left the sadhana place to go and drink some water 
and practise nadi shodhana in the embrace of the 
soothing shade. He felt annoyed that he needed a 
break. He wanted to be strong enough to endure the 
sadhana in one go every day. Hanuman sat down 
again between the fires; he was in a bad mood. This 
time he decided to bypass the sleeping door and to 
approach the sun directly. 

“Surya Deva, Hari Om! Swamiji says I’m ready to 
experience your truth. Please let me be one with you, 
let me be one with your truth.” Hanuman begged, 
yet he faced again a similar experience: before he felt 
a physical barrier at the top of his head, now there 
seemed to be a gate to Surya Deva’s realm, and it was 
locked. Hanuman felt like talking to a wall. There was 
no response and no way in. The more he tried, the 
less he could feel a connection, a possible way in. 
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Eight hours, the time Hanuman spent amongst 
the fires every day, had come to an end. Disappointed 
and irritated Hanuman went to his room. Why did 
he feel further away from Surya Deva than ever when 
Swamiji had told him, he was ready to experience 
Surya Deva’s truth? The question did not leave him 
alone. 

After a restless night, Hanuman started a new day 
of sadhana. He experienced the same, and the day 
after, and the following day as well. He spent a whole 
week trying with all effort to somehow talk to Surya 
Deva, however, without the least success. 

Hanuman was disappointed. It was a humbling 
experience for him to sit for such a long time with 
so much patience, yet without any result. He felt too 
embarrassed to see Swamiji. Swamiji had told him 
that he was ready for Surya Deva’s truth, so how 
could he meet him and tell him about his defeat. 
No, Hanuman was sure there was a way to experience 
Surya Deva’s truth, he only needed to find it. 


Three rays of sun 

Next day in panchagni, Hanuman was sitting some- 
what downcast between the fires, sensing that the 
heat made the blood boil in his veins. He didn’t care, 


he hardly noticed. Something was different today. 
Hanuman was free of desires. His mind and heart 
felt empty and open, humbled by the events of the 
last week. 

For a long time, Hanuman just sat quietly in the 
intense heat of the five fires, his whole awareness fixed 
on Surya Deva only. Again, he felt Surya’s soaring 
heat at the crown of his head and was aware of its 
door, lost in deep and sound sleep. This door was like 
a face. It had two eyes, a nose which twitched from 
time to time, and a mouth which let out funny snores. 
Suddenly, three sunrays entered Hanuman through 
the door’s eyes which had opened just for that one in- 
stance. The sunrays must have tickled the door awake 
so that they could enter unnoticed through its eyes. 

Hanuman was alert. “Good afternoon,” he wel- 
comed the visitors. “What can I do for you?” One of 
the sunrays spoke to Hanuman, “Hello, nice to meet 
you. There is no need for you to do anything for us. 
We have come to do something for you,” the sunray 
replied with a knowing glimpse of light in his eyes. 
“We are here to offer you a chance in our Gree-Graa- 
Granthi Game.” 

“What is that game all about?” Hanuman wanted 
to know. Another sunray replied, “Once upon a time, 
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the three of us went to see a boy like you who had 
been sitting in front of Yamaraja’s gates for three days 
and nights. During this period the boy underwent 
special experiences as he had risen up to the chal- 
lenge to deal with our riddle. Today, we have come 
to you to give you the opportunity to play our Gree- 
Graa-Granthi Game, consisting of three riddles. Each 
one of us is the owner of one riddle. If you manage 
them skilfully you will experience our brilliant smiles 
and luminosity. That’s the deal.” 

Hanuman vaguely remembered Swamiji talking 
about this special boy on the first day of his panch- 
agni sadhana. Swamiji had said Hanuman should live 
up to the boy’s experiences if he could. Hanuman 
loved finding solutions to riddles and was ready to 
face the challenge happily. Confidently he asked, 
"I'm honoured that you have come to see me. What 
is the first riddle you want me to look at?” 

The sunray who had spoken initially said, “My 
name is Wonder-World. Tm here to remind you of 
the kingdom of the forest you used to live in, the 
marvellous world and its people. I invite you to visit 
the world’s wonderland. How will you deal with it?” 
Only this much was enough to transport Hanuman 
back in time to memories of the world with its 


countless wonders. In front of his eyes appeared the 
golden trees, hundreds of tasty nuts and the river 
of the valley with its pure, fresh drinking water. 
However, it was not only the beauty of the world, but 
also the annoying side of it that came to Hanuman’s 
mind - the fish with their dull expression, the dis- 
tracted elephants and the crazy running ostriches he 
had stayed with some time ago. Hanuman observed 
all the scenes. 

He used to feel very much attracted to the world 
and its treasures, on the other hand, he got irritated 
by watching it, but not this time. Hanuman remained 
separate from his observations. What he saw did not 
‘pull or push’ him in any way or direction. He simply 
observed the pictures in his mind while keeping 
inner balance. Wonder-World smiled with appreci- 
ation and Hanuman’s inner world became a little 
brighter. 

The second sunray introduced itself, “Good 
morning. My name is Me-My-Mine and I will give 
you the second riddle. I’m here to remind you of 
your very best friends, your near and dear ones who 
belong to you. What do you think is the best way of 
treating them?” Immediately Hanuman could see 
in front of his inner eye lake Apas, Old Wise Tjikko, 


Garima, Little Miss Sun Horse and even the two little 
squirrels which had upset him some time ago. His 
heart held them as tight and close as possible. As 
soon as he did so, Me-My-Mine seemed to explode 
and turn into a huge fire within Hanuman's body. 
Hanuman could hardly breathe. He thought he 
would burn to ashes. 

Not knowing what happened to him, Hanuman 
stepped out of his body. From behind he was 
watching his physical form sitting in front of him with 
all his friends in the heart. From this secure distance 
he simply observed the picture. 

Slowly, Me-My-Mine calmed down. The fire in 
Hanuman's body reduced itself to the tiny line of 
a shiny sunray. To Hanuman’s relief Me-My-Mine 
smiled and his inner world lit up a little more. 

Reassured, Hanuman stepped back into his body 
which was glowing brightly at different parts. He 
took some deep breaths and then turned to the 
third sunray. “Who are you and what is your riddle 
all about?” he asked. “Nice to meet you, Hanuman. 
My name is Goldy-Glow and I shall present you with 
the third riddle. I’m here to remind you of your true 
need. Discover your true need,” she encouraged 
Hanuman. 
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Hanuman thought, ‘My true need? What is 
my true need? And how to become aware of it?’ 
Hanuman sat for a long time considering what he 
really needed. He was more careful not to make 
a quick decision and turn into a pile of ashes like 
before. Hours later he still couldn’t figure out what 
he really needed and he almost gave up when he re- 
membered Swamiji’s saving words, “Observe and let 
go, observe and let go.” He already used the advice 
to observe and simply be the witness, so this time he 
would need to let go. 

“Of course,” the idea crossed Hanuman’s mind 
like lightning, “Instead of trying to find out what I 
really need, I better sort through what I don’t need.” 

Hanuman took a deep breath. Why not let go 
of his friends? Swamiji had said, he should become 
like Surya Deva who shines his love upon everyone 
equally. By holding back his friends locking them in 
his heart space and not being open to anyone else, 
he actually did the opposite, Hanuman thought. 

With a sigh, Hanuman opened his heart bit by 
bit and allowed his close friends to leave one by 
one. First the squirrels skipped out quickly, then 
Little Miss Sun Horse with a beautiful high jump. 
Third was Garima. Hanuman’s heart contracted. 


Immediately Goldy-Glow’s fire got stronger and 
almost unbearable. Hanuman knew, Goldy-Glow 
would only calm down once he let Garima go. So he 
bid farewell to her and with a deep sigh let her go. 
Now it was Old Wise Tjikko’s turn. Hanuman did 
pranam to the old tree and let him step out of his 
heart. Last but not least, Hanuman let lake Apas flow 
out of his heart in one continuous stream of pure, 
cool water. 

The water of lake Apas circulated through his 
veins and thus through his whole body before 
reaching the heart from where it finally left. His 
whole body cooled down pleasantly. When Apas’ last 
drop had left Hanuman’s heart, he sat quietly and 
completely relaxed. His heart, wide open and free, 
felt cool and calm. 

Hanuman was proud of having found such a good 
solution and expected Goldy-Glow to smile and fully 
enlighten him. However, Goldy-Glow remained 
somewhat disinterested and gave Hanuman the cold 
shoulder. 

“At least, her shoulder is cool and there is no risk 
for me to catch fire,” Hanuman thought a little bit 
annoyed. Panchagni time was over and Hanuman 
was glad for the break. The following days he tried 
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hard to satisfy Goldy-Glow, however, she remained 
unaffected and even seemed to be bored. Hanuman 
didn’t receive any bright smile at all. 


Ego, the doer and the instrument 

Hanuman knew that on weekends Swamiji took a 
break from his own panchagni sadhana. He wanted 
to take the opportunity to see Swamiji a bit longer in 
order to discuss the matter with him. 

Swamiji was very busy meeting people, for every- 
body shared the same hope as Hanuman. A big crowd 
of sannyasins sat close to Swamiji, each one hoping to 
get his attention. Patiently Hanuman waited until all 
sannyasins had had their turn. Slowly, they left and 
the Akhara was empty and quiet. Hanuman was not 
sure if Swamiji was still ready to listen to him after 
all the queries he had addressed. Carefully he asked, 
“Swamiji, may I tell you my panchagni experiences?” 
Swamiji replied, “I insist you do.” Now Hanuman 
smiled relieved. 

Swamiji sat with closed eyes while Hanuman was 
talking for a long time. Suddenly Swamiji said, “You 
have to sweep your mind and get rid of all accumu- 
lated rubbish there. As long as there is dust, Surya’s 
gates will remain closed for you. “But I have been 
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sweeping carefully all this time,” Hanuman defended 
himself. “I got rid of greed, aggression, infatuation, 
desire and jealousy. All have been washed out!” 

“Now there is one more thing to be transcended: 
your ego,” Swamiji explained. With a calm voice he 
continued, “The sun is somewhat like our ego. We live 
under the fire of ego all our life, it shines above us 
all the time. You need to recognize that it is not you 
who is able to sit here in between the five fires. You 
are not doing that, you would not be able to do so. It 
is God’s grace alone that you may have experiences 
here. Only if you meet Surya Deva humbly, you might 
receive insights through his grace.” 

“But I got insights already!” Hanuman replied 
upset. 

“You had an experience because you let go of your 
ego at that moment,” Swamiji said. “It was not you 
who wanted to know, but you opened yourself and 
made yourself empty to let Surya enter as three sun- 
rays and let you know what he wanted you to know.” 

“You understood, that Goldy-Glow has denied 
you the experience of her brightness.” Hanuman 
frowned. “Your decision to let go was excellent 
though,” Swamiji praised him and Hanuman 
couldn’t suppress a smile. Swamiji continued, “Real 


love means to let go. However, you should not only 
renounce your near and dear ones, but also the whole 
of the world and all self-oriented awareness. You 
will have to discover that for yourself if you want to 
catch Goldy-Glow’s smile. And her smile is beautiful 
indeed!” Swamiji prompted. 

He leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms 
over his chest. “If you look back and remember all 
challenging moments of your panchagni time, you 
must confess that there was always divine intervention 
to help you out, to guide your awareness. It is time 
that you become aware at all times of the moments 
when the ego raises its head and identifies ‘me’ as the 
doer. These are the moments when you feel proud 
even though you are not the doer, just the instrument 
that is being played upon.” 

“But why didn’t you tell me that I was actually not 
ready for Surya Deva’s truth?” Hanuman interrupted 
Swamiji quite upset. "I've been straight forward with 
you,” Swamiji explained in a charming way. “I spoke 
the truth that was pleasant to you instead of the 
one that was unpleasant. You were not ready for the 
truth, so Surya Devaji remained quiet. That was the 
humbling truth you needed to experience. You were 
ready for it.” 


87 


Hanuman sulked for a moment, but then he 
thought he’d better use the time he had with Swamiji 
wisely. “So if I can let go of my ego I will be ready to 
experience Surya Deva’s truth and become one with 
him?” Hanuman asked to be sure he had understood 
Swamiji in the right way. 

“Yes, it is possible to become one with Surya 
Deva and his truth. The aim of the sadhana is the 
attainment of jnana, knowledge. Knowledge, applied 
understanding and luminosity are the true goal. And 
Surya is all that. With the experience of knowledge 
you will become able to offer the lotus of your heart 
to the divine,” Swamiji answered. 

Hanuman did pranam to Swamiji and left. His heart 
felt light and with a smile on his lips he went to sleep. 


Seven days away from Surya Deva 

It was Monday, the last week of Hanuman’s panchagni 
sadhana. With a heart full of joy he sat amongst the 
fires and endured them in a steady state of happiness. 
His whole attention was directed to his heart space. 
Swamiji had said, “With the experience of knowledge 
you will be able to offer the lotus of your heart to the 
divine.’ How beautiful! The whole day he sat letting 
this statement sink deep into his heart. 


88 


On Tuesday, Hanuman wanted to catch up 
with Goldy-Glow. Swamiji had mentioned, that he 
would need to let go of many more things in order 
to become the recipient of Goldy-Glow's brilliant 
smile. Patiently he took his attention to his heart 
space and repeated the mantra So Ham with every 
breath. With every inhalation the breath flowed 
through the top of his head into his body down to 
the toes. With every exhalation the breath flowed 
from the toes back through the whole body and 
out of the crown of his head. The calm and even 
breathing seemed to make his whole body empty. 
With every movement the air started to make 
sounds in his hollow body. Hanuman could perceive 
a beautiful, soft melody that would stay with him 
for a long time. "You are just an instrument that is 
being played upon by the divine," Swamiji had told 
him. Now Hanuman really understood what Swamiji 
had been talking about. During the long hours of 
panchagni sadhana, Goldy-Glow watched Hanuman 
with interest. 

The next day, Wednesday, Hanuman was sitting for 
a long time in the midst of the fires, simply smiling to 
himself. He thought, I don't really need this smile, 
there may be others who need it much more than me: 


maybe the dull looking fish, the distracted elephants 
or the poor ostriches who seemed to be running for 
their lives without finding peace’. Hanuman opened 
a big window in his heart and let his inner happiness 
fly out as thousands of colourful butterflies dancing 
in the air. With his inner eye Hanuman watched the 
beautiful butterflies flying away in loops, bringing his 
happiness to those in need. 

Suddenly as if by magic, the big heavy stones 
of pain and suffering that Hanuman had been 
accumulating and carrying around all his life fell 
off his shoulders. He felt ultimately free from their 
grip and light like one of the butterflies that still 
surrounded him. Carefully Hanuman arranged the 
stones of pain and suffering around him like rays 
of sun. He looked up to Surya Deva and called out, 
“Look, I already look like you, like a mandala of the 
sun. Now I only need to become one with you and 
reach your state of being a Surya Mandala myself.” 

The last butterfly disappeared into the bright 
horizon when Goldy-Glow’s brilliant smile appeared 
and instantly illumined Hanuman’s heart. As Hanu- 
man had let go of his friends and happiness there 
was now space in his heart and it was filled with pure 
golden light which came directly from Surya Deva. 
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With a deep inhalation Hanuman kept on sitting in 
pure golden glowing light that embraced his whole 
body. 

On Thursday, Hanuman wanted to pay his respect 
to his coat of protection that had accompanied him 
through all experiences. He was sure its protecting 
forces were fully alive. “Thank you for protecting 
me during the panchagni sadhana,” Hanuman 
whispered. He could perceive a very soft giggling 
like the crystal clear sound of little bells. Hanuman 
chanted the mantra Om for eight hours in order to 
offer positive vibration to the coat of protection. He 
was sure that the coat did not need to be charged as 
divine powers lived within it, however, he thought, 
maybe the vibration of Om would help the next 
person using this coat of protection in the sadhana 
of panchagni. At the end of the day, he felt the coat 
vibrant around himself. Hanuman took it off full of 
gratitude. 

Next morning it was Friday. Hanuman lit the first 
fire in front of him as always. Today, however, he 
took five incense sticks and circled them in front of 
the fire. Then he took a beautiful flower and offered 
it to the fire. Next, he put a tiny bit of water into the 
flames in order to establish balance. Grateful for its 
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guidance, Hanuman bowed down to the fire. In order 
to express deep gratitude Hanuman repeated this 
pooja slowly and with awareness to all the four fires 
around him. For eight hours the four fires warmed 
Hanuman’s body in a very gentle manner. 

On Saturday, Hanuman was sitting in between 
the fires with all his attention, mind and heart on 
Swamiji. He thanked Swamiji for guiding him on this 
path. Without Swamiji’s guidance it would have never 
been possible for him to sit through the experiences 
that the five fires had wanted him to deal with. 
Hanuman repeated the mantra So Ham for eight 
hours with every breath. With every inhalation he 
held a flower to his heart, and with every exhalation 
he offered it to Swamiji by putting it into the fire. 
Swamiji had told him that Surya would only take in 
order to give purity back in multiple quantity. He 
was sure that the fire, which was the form of the sun, 
would transform these flowers and let them descend 
upon Swamiji with a thousand times more simplicity, 
purity and beauty. 

Finally, Sunday morning came, the last day of 
Hanuman’s panchagni sadhana. Hanuman focused 
his whole attention on his heart space in order 
to offer it to Surya Deva. “Thank you for all the 
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experiences I had. Your grace offered me insights 
and an understanding of the pure truth. Thank you 
so much.” 

Suddenly Hanuman’s heart opened its wings 
and flew up towards the crown of his head. The 
door at the top of Hanuman’s head woke up from 
its long, deep sleep and opened its eyes in a flash. 
Through the wide open eyes of the door thousands 
of sunrays entered Hanuman’s body. Hanuman had 
the impression they formed a thousand-petaled 
lotus at the crown of his head that shone with 
full luminosity. His golden heart found its place 
in the centre of the glittering lotus flower made 
of sunrays. Hanuman bent his head down to the 
floor in order to offer his lotus heart to the divine. 
At that moment, his whole body turned golden 
and began to grow as big and high as a mountain. 
Hanuman got up and jumped through the air where 
he seemed to get carried away easily by millions 
and millions of sunrays that guided him directly to 
Surya Deva. Hanuman seemed to merge with pure 
sunlight. The deep harmonizing vibration of Om 
could be heard over a great distance. 
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Yoga nidra with the wings of the sun 

Swamiji witnessed this scene. He looked up towards 
the sun. Many sannyasins came running to the 
Akhara. “Swamiji, what happened?” they wanted to 
know. Many of them could not believe their eyes. A 
huge golden monkey had been jumping towards the 
sun. That was too much for their imagination. No 
reasoning could explain this. 

Swamiji said, ^Hanumanji did panchagni for 
one month under my guidance. He lived up to his 
sankalpa to purify his mind and heart and ultimately 
to become one with Surya Deva. We should all bow 
down to him.” The sannyasins looked at each other. 
For once, they understood each other perfectly even 
without exchanging words. 

One of them cleared his voice and spoke on behalf 
of the whole group. “Swamiji, can we also do panch- 
agni? Please, only for one month and we could take 
turns.” The sannyasins looked at each other and nod- 
ded with approval and a glow of hope in their eyes. 

Swamiji laughed. Again he tried to guide the 
sannyasins’ attention to Hanuman. “Most of you 
would like to do panchagni,” Swamiji agreed. 
“However, are you ready for it?” Without waiting 
for an answer, he went on, “Most of you, if not all of 


you, are not ready for it.” The sannyasins frowned. 
“See and understand Hanuman’s nature: he is the 
epitome of perfection. His personality doesn’t lack 
any quality, whether it be intelligence, strength, 
humility and power, everything is there. Hanuman 
has a pure heart. He has expressed his faith and trust 
in Surya Deva, in me as his guide during the sadhana 
and in himself. Therefore, he is the receiver of divine 
grace. 

During panchagni, Hanuman was able to still the 
waters inside, to still his pranas. His heart became so 
light and pure that his wish came true: he was able 
to fly directly to Surya Deva. Hanuman literally grew 
above and beyond the fires! Within only three months 
Hanuman was filled with knowledge, understanding 
and peace. Hanuman is a true example of excellence, 
capable of doing everything.” 

Garima who had just arrived came forward. 
“Swamij1,” she said, “I can only agree with you. I got 
to know Hanuman and I feel his nature is indeed 
beautiful and pure. Can we also become as pure as 
he is? Is it possible at all?” 

Swamiji said, “Yes, it is possible for all of us to be- 
come like Hanuman, able to do anything we wish.” At 
that moment it became dark around the sannyasins. 
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“What happened?” Garima asked holding onto 
Swamiji's hand tightly. Swamiji closed his eyes and 
remained silent, then he said, “Hanuman wished to 
swallow the sun — once again. This is what happened.” 
“What,” Garima called out upset. “Hanuman,” she 
shouted towards the black sky, “don’t be greedy and 
keep the sun all to yourself. You make us live in pitch- 
black darkness. Remember the incident with the 
squirrels. How many nuts do you owe them? If you 
don’t want to be in debt of one million suns, then you 
better return to us the one you’ve just swallowed. It 
is there for all of us!” To the sannyasin’s surprise the 
sun swiftly returned and reassumed its position in the 
sky as if nothing had happened. 

Serene Swamiji repeated, “It is possible for all of 
us to become like Hanuman, able to do anything we 
wish, even if it is swallowing the sun. The key is bhakti 
yoga which awakens and balances the pranas inside. 
Humans live in the dimensions of body and mind. 
However, bhakti is the dimension of prana. We have 
to become aware and discover the nature within to 
work through our mind and prana, to become pure. 
And we hope that we will evolve out of the fire as 
pure as gold just as Hanuman did,” Swamiji blinked 
at Garima. 
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Fire was the key word. Still, the sannyasins didn’t 
want to let go of their quest. One of them, a well 
versed-speaker, tried again. “Swamiji,” he started. 
“Hanuman seems to have a very special and pure 
nature indeed. We can see and understand that we 
might not be able to rise in awareness and size as 
he has been doing, and as it seems with ease. We 
probably won’t be able to jump directly to Surya 
Deva. However,” the sannyasi continued, “we would 
appreciate to get just a glimpse of the panchagni 
sadhana experience.” Everybody nodded again to 
support the speaker. 

Swamiji said in a serious voice, “No one will ever 
do panchagni sadhana out of curiosity.” The san- 
nyasins lowered their heads and shoulders lowered. 
Swamiji noticed and tried to make them understand 
why it was impossible for them to do panchagni. 

“Look,” he said, “First of all, in order to do 
panchagni you need to relax your senses and develop 
unbroken concentration, a one-pointed mind. This is 
the way to harmonize the senses. Then, you need to 
have unbroken awareness of the atman whose seat is 
in the heart, otherwise the heat cannot be balanced. 
With the awareness fixed on the atman, one can 
endure the fires outside which means there is control 


over the senses. To manage the fires inside will give 
control over the mind. 

You might have heard that the final attainment 
of Saurya Tantra is sannyasa: to renounce the 
world, wealth, family and social associations. The 
identification with I-ness has to be destroyed. Only 
then one becomes capable like Hanuman to attain 
ultimate bliss. As long as one is attached to the world, 
one has to deal with the mind which, as you know, is 
prone to diversions and distractions. Whenever there 
is a fight, confusion or conflict in life, it is rooted 
in one of the six inner conditions: passion, anger, 
greed, jealousy, infatuation or arrogance. Unlike you, 
Hanuman was able to maintain his balance while 
facing these six fires within. This is why he could 
manage the five external fires and transcend the 
mind and his individual self.” Swamiji smiled at the 
sannyasins while they were looking here and there in 
different directions. 

“Hanuman was able to overcome the three 
granthis which he had met in form of three sunrays 
during the journey of his panchagni. Only when 
one is free from the pull of the three granthis, which 
represent attachment, association, identification, 
drive or motivation and the realization of one’s 


nature, only then one will be able to develop 
and cultivate spiritual awareness and experience 
the transcendental life in this material life.” The 
sannyasins had become quiet. It didn’t look like 
Swamiji would let them do panchagni. 

Swamiji could feel the disappointment. In a cheer- 
ful voice he said, “In Saurya Tantra the focus is on 
improving the quality of life by overcoming destruc- 
tive habits and leading a virtuous life. Discover what 
lies within the impure mind and heart,” Swamiji 
encouraged the sannyasins. “The impure mind is an 
expression of passion, aggression, greed, jealousy, in- 
fatuation and arrogance. The pure mind is filled with 
wisdom and understanding. The aim is to realize the 
purity underneath the layers of the dirt in the mind.” 

Swamiji looked up to the sky and blinked with 
his eyes into the sun. “Hanuman was right to fully 
believe in the light of his strength and purity,” he 
continued. “All the sages have said one needs to focus 
on one positive quality only and develop this quality. 
Discover and try to understand the impure mind and 
heart, however, don’t focus on the negative aspects of 
yours, just focus on and develop one positive quality. 
Life is like an old-fashioned scale: once you keep 
feeding the positive side, it will become heavier and 
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heavier and will overpower the negativity within. By 
always connecting to the positive Hanuman solved 
the golden riddle of life and attained peace and 
understanding, the state of Surya Mandala.” Swamiji 
paused. 

Directing his whole awareness to the sannyasins, 
Swamiji continued, “Focus on one positive quality and 
overcome destructive habits through a combination 
of the practices of yama and niyama, pranayama, 
pratyahara, dharana and dhyana, which will allow 
you to gradually transcend the gross and the subtle 
experiences, until the realm of the Surya Mandala is 
attained. You all know these practices, you just need 
to make the effort and do them regularly, constantly, 
from moment to moment. They are your life,” 
Swamiji laughed in a light way. 

The sannyasins looked at Swamiji with big round 
eyes. Theoretically they knew what he was talking 
about, however, the way to achieve applied under- 
standing was long. Swamiji wanted to cheer the 
sannyasins up and said, “Let us do a practice of 
pratyahara right now.” The sannyasins were not really 
excited. In order to experience real pratyahara, it was 
necessary to focus within which needed quite a bit of 
concentration. With a sigh, they started to move back 
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and forth to find the most comfortable position in 
which they could sit for some time without moving. 

“Let’s start with relaxing the senses, let’s practise 
yoga nidra.” A big smile appeared on everybody’s 
face. The sannyasins agreed happily and readily 
lay down on the floor. “No sleeping, no snoring!” 
Swamiji warned in a joking voice. 

Swamiji guided the sannyasins through a wonder- 
ful yoga nidra in which everybody’s heart opened 
wide and flew on the wings of the sun into still 
undiscovered heights of luminosity. Everyone had a 
glimpse of the realm of Surya Deva. Each one of the 
sannyasins had a slightly different experience hidden 
within their potential and understanding. 

After completing the yoga nidra, the sannyasins 
got up content and happy and returned to their seva. 
Swamiji smiled and said, “You all are closer to Surya 
Deva than you think. He is the guru of all karma 
yogis who follow their path happily from moment to 
moment with seriousness, sincerity and commitment. 
You are doing well, so keep going, and Jai Ho! 
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Aditya-hrdayam 


. Rama rama mahabaho srnu guhyam sanatanam. 


Yena sarvanarin vatsa samare vijayisyase. 


. Adityahrdayam punyam sarvagatruvinaganam. 


Jayavaham japam nityamaksayam paramam 
Sivam. 


. Sarvamangala-mangalyam 


sarvapapapranasanam. 
Chintäsoka-prasamanamäyurvardhanamuttamam. 


. Rasmimantam samudyantam 


devasuranamaskrtam. 
Pujayasva vivasvantam bhaskaram 
bhuvane$varam. 


. Sarvadevatmako hyesa tejasvi ra$mibhavanah. 


Esa devasuraganan lokan pati gabhastibhih. 


Esa brahma cha visnuscha Sivah skandah 


prajapatih. 
Mahendro dhanadah kalo yamah somo 
hyapam patih. 


. Pitaro vasavah sadhya a$vinau maruto manuh. 
Vayurvahnih prajaprana rtukarta prabhakarah. 


8. Adityah savita suryah khagah pusa gabhastiman. 
Suvarnasadrso bhanurhiranyareta divakarah. 
9. Harida$vah sahasrarchih saptasaptirmarichimän. 


Timironmathanah Sambhustvasta marttanda 
am$uman. 


10.Hiranyagarbhah SiSirastapano bhaskaro ravih. 
Agnigarbho'diteh putrah Sankhah Sisiranasanah. 


11.Vyomanäthastamobhedi rgyajussamaparagah. 


Ghanavrstirapäm mitro vindhyavithiplavangamah. 


12.Atapi mandali mrtyuh pingalah sarvatäpanah. 
Kavirvisvo mahateja raktah sarvabhavodbhavah. 


13.Naksatragrahataranamadhipo vi$vabhavanah. 
Tejasämapi tejasvi dvädasätmannamo'stute. 


14.Namah pürväya giraye pa$chimayadraye namah. 
Jyotirgananam pataye dinadhipataye namah. 


15. Jayaya jayabhadräya harya$vaya namo namah. 


Namo namah sahasrämso adityaya namo namah. 


16.Namah ugraya viraya sarangaya namo namah. 
Namah padmaprabodhaya marttandaya namo 
namah. 


17.Brahmesänächyutesäya süryayadityavarchase. 
Bhasvate sarvabhaksaya raudraya vapuse na- 
mah. 


18. Tamoghnaya himaghnaya Satrughnayamitatmane. 
Krtaghnaghnaya devaya jyotisam pataye namah. 
19. Taptachamikarabhaya vahnaye vi$vakarmane. 
Namastamo'bhinighnaya ruchaye lokasaksine. 
20.NaSayatyesa vai bhütam tadeva srjati prabhuh. 
Payatyesa tapatyesa varsatyesa gabhastibhih. 
21.Esa suptesu jagartti bhütesu parinisthitah. 
Esa evagnihotram cha phalam chaivagnihotrinam. 
22.Devascha kratavaschaiva kratünam phalameva 


cha. 
Yani krtyani lokesu sarva esa ravih prabhuh. 


23.Enamapatsu krchchhresu kantaresu bhayesu cha. 
Kirtayan purusah ka$chinnävasidati räghava. 


24.Pujayasvainamekagro devadevam jagatpatim. 
Etat trigunitam japtva yuddhesu vijayisyasi. 


Om Santih Santih Santih. Harih om 
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With these verses you may feel and experience the 
beauty and magic of the Aditya Hridayam Stotra. 
Maybe you are also inspired to chant it like Rama 
and Hanuman did. 

This is a simplified translation so you can under- 
stand the meaning of ‘the Heart of the Sun’. 


Aditya Hridayam 

1. Dear Rama, listen to me. My name is Sage 
Agastya, and I will initiate you into a secret 
mantra. You are a mighty warrior and the mantra 
will help you to overcome all difficulties and 
enemies. 

2. Listen to the stotra Aditya Hridayam, the Heart of 
the Sun. It will never fail you and always take you 
to what is good and appropriate. 

3. This stotra is the best. In the spiritual seeker, it 
destroys all negative tendencies, reduces distress 
and leads to a long and happy life. 

4. Everyone worships the Sun and is happy to 
see Surya rise in the morning. He takes away 
darkness, gives wealth to all and is the king of the 
whole universe. 
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10. 


Surya is the best and most beautiful quality within 
all divine beings. He protects all and brings light 
everywhere in the world. 


Surya is the life force in this universe. He is Lord 
Kumara, the moon god, and Varuna the Lord of 
water. As Lord Indra, Surya is the source of all 
strength. He is the giver of all wealth as Lord Kubera. 
As the God of time, he is the creator of time, and 
ultimately, he controls all life as Lord Yama. 


The Sun is in many gods and thus has many 
names such as Vasus, Sadhyas, Ashwinis, Maruts, 
Manu and the wind and fire gods. The Sun 
indeed is the cosmic power who also causes the 
different seasons. 


With his daily travels through the sky, the Sun, 
son of Aditi, gives us day and night, and his 
energy is the seed of this universe. 


Seven horses pull Surya’s chariot, as he travels 
through the sky, distributing prosperity and 
happiness and removing all suffering from the 
lives of his devotees. 

The sun is a cosmic being and has fire in his core. 
He brings comfort and discomfort, casts off the 
cold; he is all-pervading, full of infinite bliss. 


11. 


12. 


13. 


14. 


15. 


16. 


17. 


The Sun, remover of darkness, is the most 
learned scholar of the Rigveda, Yajurveda and 
Samaveda. He is friend of all water in creeks, 
rivers, lakes, the ocean and rain. 


While rising in the east, the Sun is honey- 
coloured and red. During the day, his excessive 
heat causes widespread discomfort. He knows the 
past, present and future of all living beings. 


Greetings to the Sun, the king of all planets and 
stars. He manifests himself in twelve forms. 


Oh Surya, you bring light to the eastern moun- 
tains when you rise, and to the western mountains 
when you set. 


Oh Surya, enter our homes with your rays and 
give us advice on how to be victorious in life. 


Oh Surya, you are so powerful and fierce, moving 
swiftly through the sky you make the lotus flower 
blossom. 


Oh Surya, you are even the Lord of the creator, 
sustainer and destroyer. You shine as the solar orb 
in the sky and you take the form of ferocious fire 
which consumes everything. 


18. Oh Surya, you dispel darkness, remove the cold, 
destroy all enemies and punish those who are 
ungrateful. Your light is infinite and eternal. 


19. Oh Surya, you shine like pure gold. You are the 
creator and witness of this universe, and your 
light destroys the darkness and suffering of all 
seekers. 


20. The Sun creates, protects and finally annihilates 
the universe. His rays heat up the world and thus 
cause rain. 


21. The Sun lives in all beings as their inner vitality 
and keeps awake while they are asleep. 


22. Only the Sun can manifest as other gods, as vedic 
rituals and their results. Only the all-powerful 
Sun expresses himself in the activities of all life 
forms. 


23. Rama, by singing Aditya Hridayam Stotra everyone 
will be able to overcome difficulties and obstacles 
in life. 

24. Surya is the king of the universe. Rama, chant the 
Aditya Hridayam Stotra three times every morning 
at sunrise and you will be successful in all your 
undertakings. 
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Write down the teachings you came across in this chapter. 
Draw or paint the episode that you liked most. 
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